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My Zord, 
; Ince I cannor promiſe you much of Poetry in my Play, 'tis but 
reaſonable that I ſhou'd ſecure you from any part of it in my 
Dedication. And indeed | cannot better diſcinguiſh the exaftneſs 
of your taſte from that of other men, than by the plainneſs and 
ſincerityof my Addreſs. | muſt keep my Hyperbcles in reſerve for men 
of other underſtandings - An hungry Apperite after praiſe: and a 


ſtrong digeſtion of it, will bear the groſsneſle of rhat diet : But one- 


of ſo criticall a judgement as your Lordſhip, who can ſet the bounds of 
juſt and proper in every ſubject, would give me ſmall encouragement 
for ſo bold an-undertaking. 1 more thaii ſuſpett, my Lord, that you 
woud not do common Juſtice to your ſelf : and therefore, were I to 
give that Character of you, which I think you truly merit, I wou'd 
make my appeal from your Lordſhip to the Reader, and wou'd juſtify 
my ſelf from flattery by the publique voice, whatever proteſtation you 
might enter to the contrary. But I ind ' am to take other meaſures with 
your Lordſhip; lam to ſtand upon'.my guard with you, and to ap- 
proach you as wazily as Horace did Auguſtus. . | 
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Cui male ſi palpere , recalcitrat undique tutus, 


An ill tim'd, or awextravagant commendation, wou'd not paſs upon 
you: but you. wou'd xeep oif fuch a Dedicator at armsend ; and ſend 
him back with his Ezcoms:ms, to this! ord, or that Lady, who ſtood 
in need of ſuch trifling merchandiſe. You ſee, my Lord, what an awe 
you have upon me, when | dare not o fer you that incenſe, which wou'd 
be acceptable roother Patrons : but am jorc'd tocurb my ſelf, from a- 
ſcribing to you thoſe honours, which even an Enemy cou'd not deny 
yon. Yet | muſt confeſs t never practis'd that virtue of moderation 
( which is properly your Character ) with ſo much reluCtancy as 
now, For it hiyders me from being true to my own knowledge, in not 
witneſfling your worth ; anddeprives me of the only means which | had 
left to ſhew theworld that true honour and uninterefled reſpect which 
I have always payed yon. I would fay ſomewhat, if it were poſlible, 
which might diltinguiſh that veneration | have for you, from the 
flatteries of thoſe who adore your fortune. But the eminence of 
your condition, in this particular, is my unhappineſs : for it renders 
whatever I would ſay ſuſpected. Profeſſions oi Service, ſubmiſſions, 
and attendance, are the practiſe of all men to the great : and com- 
monly they who have the leaſt ſincerity, perferm them beſt ; as 
they who are leaſt ingag'd in love, have their tongues the freeſt to 
counterfeit a paſſion : for my own part, I never cou'd ſhake off the 
ruſtique baſhfulneG which hangs upon my nature; but valluing my 
If, at as little asI am worth, kave been affraid to render even 
the common daties of reſpe&tto thoſe who are in power. The Ce- 
remonious viſits which arc generally payed on ſach occaſions, are 
Rot my tallent. They may be real even in Conrtiers; but they ap- 
r with ſuch a face of intereſt, that a modeſt man wou'd think 
imſelf in danger of having his ſincerity miſtaken for his deſign. 
My congratulations keep their diſtance, and paſs no farther than 
my heart. There it is, that I have a!l the joy imaginable when I ſec 
true worth rewarded ; and virtue uppermoſt in the world. 
if therefore. there were one to whom | had the honour to be 
known ;, and tq know him ſo perfe&ly, that I could fay without 
fattery, he had ali the depth of underſtanding that was requiſite 
in any able Stateſman, - and all that honeſty which commonly is 
wanting ; that he was brave without vanity, and knowing with- 
ont iveneſs : that he was loyall to his Prince, and a lover of 
his Comer: that his principles were full of moderation, and all 
his Countils ſuch as tended to heal:and not to widen the breaches 
of the Nation : that in 'all his converfation there appear'd a-na- 
tive candour, and a defire of doing good in all kis actions; if ſuch 
an 
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an one whom 1 have deſcrib'd, were at the helm, if he had riſen 
by his merits, and were choſen out in the neceſlity and prefſure of 
affairs, to remedy our confuſions by the feafonableneis-of his ad- 
vice, aud to put a ſtop to our rume, when we - were juſt rowl- 
ing downward to the precipice, | fhau'd then congratulate the Age 
in which i liv'd, for the common fafety; i ſhould not deſpair 
of the Repubtique though Hamibal were at the gates; I ſhould 
ſend nap my vows for the ſaccels of ſuch an aftion as Yergil did on 
the like occaſion for his Patron, when he was raiſing up his country 
from the deſolations of a civill war. 


Hun ſultem everſo juvenem ſuccurrere ſeclo, 
Ne ſuperi prohivere. 


I know not whether I am running, in this extaſy which is now 
upon ime : I am almoſt ready to reaſlume the ancient rights of Po- 
etry ; to Point out, and Prophecy the man, who was born for 
no tefle an undertaking : and whom poſterity ſhall. bleſs for its 
accompliſhment. Methinks I am already taking fire from ſuch a 
Character, and making room for him, under a borrow'd name 
amongſt the Heroes of an Epique Poem. Neither could mine, or 
ſome more happy Genias, want encouragement under ſuch a 


Patron. 
Pollio amat noſtram, quanvis ſit ru/tica eAMuſam. 


Bnt theſe are conſiderations afar off my Lord : the former part 
of the Prophecy mult be firſt accompliſh'd : the qu:et of the Nation 
muſt be ſecur'd ; and a muruall truſt, betwixt Prince and = 
renew'd: and then this great and good man will have lcifure for the or- 
naments of peace : and make our language as much indebted to his care, 
as the French is to the memorie of their famous Richclien. You know 
My Lord, how low he lay'd the foundations of ſo great a work : 
That he began it with a Grammar and a Dritionery ; without 
which all thoſe Remarques and Obſervations , which have ſince 
been made, had been perform's to as little purpoſe as it wou'd 
be to conſider the furniture of the Rooms before the contrivance 
of the Houſe. Propriety muſt firſt be ſtated, ere any meaſures of 
elegance can be taken, Neither is one Yauelas ſufficient for 
fuch a work. 'Twas the employment of the whole Academy 
for many years , for the perfect knowledge of a Tongue, was 
mever attain'd by any ſingle perſon. The Court, the ge, 
and the Town, muſt be joyn'd-in-it. And as onr Engliſh is a 
compolſitioa-of the dead and living Tongues, thete is ——_— 
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rperſet* knowledge, not onely of the Greek 'and Latine, but of 
- the Old German, the French and the !talian : and to help all 
. theſe, a converſation with thoſe Authours of our own, who have 
. written with the feweſt faults in proſe and verſe. - But how barx- 
barouſly we yet write- and fpeak, your Lordſhip knows, and -1 
am ſufficiently ſenſible in my own Engliſh. For 1 am often - put 
to a_ſtand, in conſidering whether what I. write be the Idiom of 
the Tongue, or falſe Grammar, and nonſence couch'd beneath that 
ſpecious Name of englici/me. And have no other way to clear 
my doubts, but by tranſlating my Engliſh into Latine, and there- 
by trying what ſence the words will bear in a more ſtable lan- 
guage. 1 am deſirous if it were poſlible, that we might all write 
with the ſame certainty of words and purity of phraſe, to which 
the Italians firſt arriv'd, and after them the French : At leaſt 
that we might advance fo far, as our Tongue 1s capable of ſich 
a ſtandard. It wouw'd mortify an Engliſh man to conſider, that 
from the time of Boccace and of PFetrarche, the Italian has varied 
very little : And that the Engliſh of Chaucer their contemporary 
is not to be underitood without the help of an Old Dictionary. 
But their Goth and Vandall had the fortune to be graffed on a 
Roman ſtock - Ours has the chſadvantage, to be founded on the 
Dutch. We are full of Monoſyllables, and thoſe clog'd with con- 
ſonants, and our pronunciation is effeminate. All which are ene- 
mies to a ſonnding language : *Tis true that to ſipply our po- 
verty, we have trafficqued with our - Neighbour Nations ; by 
which means we abound as much in words, as Amſterdam does in 
Religions ; but to order them, and make them uſefull after their 
admiſſion is the difficulty. A greater progreſs has been made in 
this, fince his Majeſties return, then perhaps ſince the conqueſt to 
his time. But the better part of the work remains unfiniſh'd : 
And that which has been done- already, ſince it has only. been in 
the practiſe of ſome few. writers, muſt be digeſted into Rules 
and Method ; before it can be profitable ro the General. 
Will your. Lordſhip give me leave to ſpeak out at. laſt ? and to 
acquaint the world-, that from your encouragement and patro- 
nagez we may one day expect 'to' ſpeak. and write a language , 
worthy - of the Engliſh wit-,; and; which: foreigners may - not: diſ- 
'dain-to. learn. ; Your . birth, your Education, your naturall en- 
dowments, the former Employments_ which you have . had abroad, _ 
and that which to ;the; joy-:of. good men you now exerciſe at 
home, ſeem all to; conſpire to! this. deſign! : the Genius of the Na- 
tion ſeems to; cal, you out as it,were by: .name;- to! poliſh: and, a 
gorn Four-native lagghage, anditoirake; fratn? itrrthe'-xEproach: of 
its/ barbarity; <?Tis ypon this encouragement |that 1_ have omes 
£1 % os : tur” 
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tur'd on the following c—_ which I humbly preſent you to- 
gether with the Play : In which, though I have not had the lei- 
ſure, nor” indeed the encouragement to proceed to the Princi 
Subject of it, which is the words and thoughts that are ſutable 
to Tragedie ; yet the whole diſcourſe has a tendency "thati 
way, and is preliminary to it. In what I have already done}, 1 
doubr rot but 1 have contradicted ſome.of my former opinions, 
in my looſe Eſſays of the like nature : but of this, 1 dare af- 
firm, that it is the fruit of my riper age and experience, and 
that ſelf-love, or envy have no = in it. The application to 
Engliſh. Anthours is my own, and therein perhaps I may have 
err'd unknowingly : But the foundation' of the rules is reaſon, and 
the authority of thoſe living Critiques who have had the honour 
to be known to you abroad, as well as of the Ancients, who are 
not leſle of your acquiintance, Whatſoever it be, I ſubmit it to 
your Lordſhips Judgment, from which I never will appeal, un- 
le it be to your g001 nature, and your candour. 1f you can 
allow an hour of leifure to the peruſal of it, I ſhall be fortunate 
that | cou'd fo long entertain you ; if not, I ſhall at leaſt have 
the ſatisfaCtion to know, that your time was more uſefully employ'd 
upon the publique. lam, 


My Lord, 


Your Lordſhips moſt Obedier 


Mumble Servant, 


Fohn Dryden. 


My __—_. 
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He-Poet Riſchylus was held in: the ſame veneration by the Athe- 
' mans of after Ages as Shakeſpear i by us ;, and Longinus has 
judlg' d, infavour of him, that he had a noble boldneſſe of expreſ- 
ſion, and that his imaginations were lofty and Heroick; but on 
| the other ſide Quinulian affirms, that be was dering to extraua- 
gance. *T if certain, that he affefted pompous words, aud that his ſence too of- 
rejemas obſeur d by Fignres : Notwithſtanding theſe imperfettions, the value 
of his Viritings after his deceaſe was ſuch, that his Countrymen ordain'd an e- 
gualreward te thoſe Poets who could alter his i lays to be Aftedon the Theater, 
wth theſe whoſe —_— w:re wholly new, and of their own. The caſe is 
net the ſame-in; England ; though the defficulties ef altering are greater, and 
aw reverence for Shakeſpear mycb more juſt, then that of the Grecians for 
Kichylus. 1n the Aee of that.” oct, the Greek tongue was arrivd to its full 
perfethiom ;, thiy vadrhen among ſt them an exatt Standard of Writing, and of 
Speaking: The Engliih Langnaze is not capable of ſuch a certainty ;, and we 
are at preſent ſo far from it, that wi are wanting mm the very Foundation of it, 
a perfett Grammar. Yet it muſt be allow'd to the preſent Age,that the _ in 
general is ſo mach refin'd ſince Shakeſpear's time,that many of his words, and 
more of bis Fhraſes, are ſcarce intelligible. And of thoſe which we underſtand 
fome are ungrammat ical, ethers courſe ;, and his whole ſtile is ſo peſter'd with 
Figurative expreſſions,that it is as affetted as it is obſcure. *Tis true, that in 
bs later Plays he had worn off ſomewhat of the ruſt , but the Tragedy which I 
have undertaken to correit, was, in all prrbability, one of bus firſt endeavours 
on the Stage. 

The Original ſtory was Written by one Lollins a Lombard, in Latin verſe, 
and Tranſlated by Chaucer into Exgliſh : intended I ſuppoſe a Satyr on the In- 
conſtancy of Women: I find nothing of it among the Ancients; not ſo much as the 
name once Creſlida anention'd. Shakeſpear, (as I hinted) in the Aprenticeſhip 
of his Writing, model d it into that Play, which is now cald by - a name of 
Troilus and Creſlida ;, but fo lamely ts it left to us, that it ts not divided into 
Afts : which f08kiI aſcribe toithe Aftors, who Printed it after Shakeſpear's 
death ;, and that too, ſocareleſly, that a mare uncorrett Copy I never ſaw. For 
the Playit ſelf, the eAuthor ſeems to have begun it with ſome fire ; the Cha- 
rafters of Pandarus and Therſites, are promiſing enough ; but as if he grew 
weary of his task, after an Entrance or two, he lets *em fall : and the later 
part of the Tragedy is nothing but a confuſion of Drums and Trumpets, Excur- 
frons and Alarms. The chief perſons, who give name to the Tragedy, are 
left glive : (exeſſida i4alſe, and is not puniſl2d Yet after all, becauſe the 
Aces $; and that there appear'din ſome places of it, the ad- 
mirable Genius of the Author ;, I undert ook, to remove that heap of Rubbiſh, un- 
der which many excellent thoughts lay wholly bury'd. rn I new 
modePd the Plot ; threw out many unneceſſary perſons ; improv'd thoſe = 

ratters 
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rafters which were begun, and left unfiniſh'd: as Heftor, Troilus, Fanda- 
rus and Therſites ; and added that of Andromache. Aﬀeer this, I made 
with no ſmall trouble, an Order and Connexion of all the Scenes ; removing 
them from the places where they were martificially ſet : and though it was im- 
poſſible to keep "em all unbroken, becauſe the Scene muſt be ſometimes in the City, 
and ſometimes m the Camp, yet I have ſo order'd them that there ts a coherence 
of *em with one another, and a dependence on the main deſizn : no leaping from 
Troy to the Grecian T ents, and thence back, azain in the ſame Att ;, but a due 
proportion of time all, w'd for every motion, 1 need not ſay that I have vefin'd 
his Language,which before w.2s obſol:te;, but I am willigg 10 acknowledg,that as 
Thrveoften drawn his Engliſh nearer to our times. ſ I ave ſomtimes conform'd 
my own to his: & conſequently,the Language ts not altogeti:cr ſo pureas ut 1s ſyz- 
mificant. The Scenes of Pandarus and Creſlida, of 1 roilus aud Pandarus, of 
Andromachew:tþ Hector aud 2 Trojans, in the ſccond Act, are wholly 
New : together with tat of Neltor and Ulyiles with Therfites ; and that 
of Theriices with Ajax and Achilles. 1 will not weary my Reader with the 
Scenes which are added of Pandar 1s and th: Lovers, tn the Third, and thoſe 
of Therlites, which are wholly altcr'd : bat I cannot omit the laſt Scene in it, 
which us almoſt half tne Aft, betwi.xt Troilus and He:tor. The occaſion of 
raiſing it was hinted to me by Mr.Betterton : 152 contrivance and 
working of it was my own. They wao thinkto do me an injury, by ſaying that 
it is an imitation of the Scene verwixt Brutus ard Caſſius, do me an honour, by 
ſupps ſing I cou/dimitate the incomprable Shaketpear : but let me ad4, that if 
Shakeſpears Scene, or that faulty Cypy of xt in Amintor and Melantius had 
nev:7 been, yet Euripides had furni/; d me with an excellent example in his 
Ipt1igenia, b-ew-ez Agamemnon ad Menelaus : and from thence indeed, 
the liſt trern of it ts byrrow'd. The occaſion which Sha: (pear, Encipides,and 
Fletcher, have all rakrn, x5 the ſa;ne ; grounded upon: Friendſhip : and the 
qua rel of two virtuous men, rais d vy natural degrees, to the extremity of paſ- 
10, 45 condutted in all three, to the declination of the ſam? paſſion ;, and con- 
clul's with 4 warm renewing of tneir Friendſhip. But the particular ground- 
work which Shakeſpear has raksn, :: incomparably the bejt : Becauſe he has 
not only choſen two the greateſt Hero: : of their Age but (145 likewiſe intereſted 
the Liberty of Rome, wid their own (1 12rs,wh? were the red. emers of it, in this 
debate. And if he has made Brutus i" was natura'ly a patient man, to fly 
into exceſs at firſt ; let it be remembred in his defence, that juſt before, he has re- 
cetv'd the news of Porti1's death : wm the Poet on purpsſe neglefting a little 
Chronology, ſuppoſes to have dy d before Brutus, only to give him an occaſion 
of being more eaſily exaſperated. Add tothis, that ths injury he had recer'd © 
from: Caſlius, had long been brooding in his mind ; and that a melancholy man, 
upon conſideration of an affront, eſpecially from a Friend, would be more eager 
in his paſſion, than he who had given it, though naturally more cholerick, Eu. 
. Tipides whom: T have follow'd, ha rais'd the quarrel betwixt two Brother, 
. Who were friends. The foundation of the Scene was this : The Gretians wer , 
. Wind-baund at the Port of Aulis, and the Oracle had ſaid, that thiy could 1; 
a 


Sail. 
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Sail, unleſs Agamemnon deliver'd up bis Daughter to be Sacrific'd : he ve- 
fuſes ;, bis Brother Menelaus wrges the publick [afety, the Father defends him- 
ſelf, by arguments of natural affettion, and hereupon they quarrel. Agamem- 
non 45 at laſt convinc'd, and promiſes to deliver up Iphigenia, but ſo paſſio- 
nately laments bus loſs, that Menelaus 5s griev'd to have been the occaſion of 
it, andby.a return of kindneſs, offers to intercede for him with the Grecians, 
that bis Daughter might not be ſacrific'd. But my friend Mr. Rymer has ſo 
largly, and with ſo much judgement deſcrib'd this Scene, in comparing it with 
that of Melantius and Amintor, that it is ſuperfluous to ſay more of it : I only 
nam d the heads of it, that any reaſonable man might judze it was from thence 
F medel'd my Scene betwixt Troilus and Hector. Iwill conclude my reflexi- 
05 01 tt, with apaſſage of Longinus, concerning Plato's imitation of Ho- 
mer: *We ought not toregard agood imitation as a theft ; but as abeautifull 
© Idea of him who undertakgs to 1mitate,by forming himſelf on the invention and 


© the work.of another man; for he enters unto the liſts like a new wreſtler, to diſ- 


© pute the prize with the former Champion. This ſort of emulation ſays Heſiod, 
© 55 honourable "Ny e2h #' pts b5t Epilerom---When we combat for Vittory with 
© a Hero, and are not without glory even in our overthrow. Thoſe great men 
© whom we pr opoſe to our ſelves as patterns of our imitation, ſerve us as a Torch, 
© which-35 lifted up before us, to enlighten our paſſage ; and often elevate our 
* thoughts as high, as the conception we have of our Authors Geaius, 

I bave been tedious in three Atts, that I ſhall contra*t my ſelf in the two 

» The beginning Scenes of the fourth Aft are either added, or chang'd 
wholly by me ; the middle of it is Shakeſpear alter'd, and mingled with my 


own, taree or four of the laſt Scenes are altogether new. eAud S whole Fifth 


£A, both the Plot and the Writing are my own Additions. 

But having written ſs much for imitation of what is excellent, .in that part 
of. the Preface which related only to my ſelf , methinks it would neither be un- 
profitable nor unpleaſant to enquire how far we on1ht to imitate our own Poets, 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher intheir Tragedies : And this will occaſion another 
enquiry, how thoſe two Writers differ | ea themſelves : but ſince neither 
of theſe queſtions can be ſolv'd unleſs ſome meaſures be firſt taken, by which we 
may be enabled to judge truly of their Writings : Iſhall endeavour as briefly as 
1 can, to diſcover the grounds and reaſon of all Criticiſm, applying themin this 
place only to Tragedy. Ariſtotle with bis Interpreters, and Horace, and 

 Longinus, arethe Authors to whom I owe my lights, and what pare ſoever 

of my owns Plays, or of this, which no-mending could make regular, ſhall fall 
under the condemnation of ſuch Fadges, it would be impudence in me to defend. 
Tthinkjt no ſhame to retrat$ my errors,and am w:ll pleas'd to ſuffer in the cauſe, 
if the Art may be improv'd at my expence : I therefore proceed to, 


The Grounds of Criticiſm in Tragedy. 

Ragedy is thus defin'd by Atiſtotle, ( omiting what I thought | unneceſ- 

| {exe Deſonitoon. ) "Tis ev imitation of one intire, great, and'proba- 
ble ehion,y net told lun repreſented, which by moving in _us fear antl pry, i 
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conducive to the purging of thoſe two paſſions in our minds. e More latgly thus, 
T; ragedy deſcribes or paints an Action, which Aftion muſt have all the proproe- 
ties above nam'd. Firſt, it muſt be one or ſingle, that ts, it muſt not be a 
Hiſtory of one Mans life : Suppoſe of Alexander the Great, or Julius Czlar, 
but one ſingle action of theirs. his condemns all Shakeſpears Hiſtorical Plays, 
which are rather Chronicles repreſented, than Tragedies, and all double a5t;- 
on of Plays. As to avoid aSatyr upon others, I will make bold with my 
own Marriage-A-la-Mode, where there are manifeſtly two Aftions, not de- 
pending on one another : but in Oedipus there cannot properly be ſaid to be 
two Attions, becauſe the love of Adraitus and Euridice has a neceſſary de- 

endance on the principal deſign, tnto which it is woven. The natural reaſon of 
this Rule ts plain, for two different independant ations, diſtraft the attention 
and concernment of the Audience, and conſequently deſtroy the intentionof the 
Poet : If bus buſineſs be to move terror and pity, and one of his Actions be Co« 
mica, the other Tragical, the former will divert the people, and utterly make 
void his greater purpoſe. Therefore as in Perſpettive, ſo in Tragedy, there 
muſt be a povit of fight in which all the lines terminate: Otherwiſe . eye wan 
ders, and the workyys falſe. This w.u the praftice of the Grecian Stage. But 
Terence made an innovation in the Roman : all his Plays have double Aft;- 
ons ; for it was his cuſtome to Tranſlate two Greek Comedies, and to weave 
them intoone of his, yet ſo, that both the Aftions were Comical ; and one was 

ncipal, the other but ſecondary or ſubſervient. And this has obtain'd on the 
Engliſh Stage, to give us thepleaſure of variety. 

As the «Action ovght to be one, it ought as Wech , to have Order in it, that 
#s, to have a natural bexinuing, a middle, and an end: A natural beginning 
ſays Ariſtotle, # that which could not neceſſarily have been plac*d after ano- 
ther thing, and ſo of the reſt. This conſideration will arr aign all Flays after the 
new model of Spaniſh Plcts, where accident 1s heap'd upon accident, and that 
which is firſt might as reaſonably be laſt : an inconvenience not to be remedyed, 
but by making one accident naturally produce another, ctherwiſe 'tis a Farce, 
and not a Play. Of this nature, is the Slighted Maid ; where there is no Scene 
in the firſt Att, which might not by as good reaſon be in the fifth. And if the 
Attion ought to be one, the Tragedy ought likgwije to conclude with the Afti- 
on of it. in Muſtapha, r Play ſhould naturally have ended with the 
death of Tanger, and not have given u« the grace Cup after Dinner, of Soly- 
man's divorce from Roxolana. 

The following properties of the Attion are ſo eaſy, that they need not my ex 
plaining. It ought to be great, and to conſiſt of great Perſons, to diſtinguiſh it 
from Comedy ;, where the Attion is trivial, andthe perſons of inferior rank, 
The laſt quality of the attion ts, that it ought to be probable, as well as admi> 
rable and great. 'T1s not neceſſary that there ſhould be Hiſtorical truth in it ; 
but always neceſſary that there ſhould be a kikgneſs of truth, ſomething that is | 
mare then herely poſſible probable being that which ſuccced; or happens of tner 
rhax it miſſes. To invent therefore a probakility, andto niche it wonderfully is 
the maſt. diffents undert akirg in the; Art of Poetry: for that which it not -won- 

a2 derfull, 


The Preface. 
derfull, is not great, and that which is not probable, will not delight a reaſon- 
able Audience. This ation thus deſcrib'd, muſt be repreſented and 1-t told, 
to diſtinguiſh Dramatic Poetry from Epic : but I haſten to the end, or ſcope 
of Tragedy ;, which is to ra 6 or purge our paſſions, fear anA pity. 

To mſtrutt delightfully is thegeneral end of all Voctry: Philoſophy inſtrutts, 
but it performs its workby precept : woich is not delightfull, or not ſo delight- 
full as Example. To purge the paſſions by Example, us threfore the particular 
inſtruftion which belongs to Tragedy. Rapin a judicious Critic, has obſer d 
from Ariſtotle, that pride and want of commiſeration are the moſt predomi- 
nant vices in Mankindt : therefore ts cure us of th:ſe tw3, the inventors of 
Tragedy, have choſen to work, upon two other - paſſions, which are fear and 
pity. We are wronghtto fear, by their ſeting before our eyes ſome terrivle ex- 
ample of misfortune, which hapzed to perſons of the higheſt Quality ; for ſuch 
an-attion demonſtrates to us, that no cenaition is-privileg d from the turns. of 
Fortune : this muſt of neceſſitycauſe terror in us, and conſequently. abate our 


pride. But when we ſee that the moſt virtuous, as well as the greateſt, are not | 
exempt from ſuch misfortunes, that conſid:ration moves pity in ts : and inſen= 
fibly works u; to be helpfull to, and tender over the diſtreſ®d, which is the ; 
nobleſt and mojt God-ligg of moral virtues. Here "tis obſervable, that it is ab- 


ſolmtely neceſſary to make a man virtuons, i f we deſire he ſhould be pity'd : We 
lament not., but deteſt a wicked man, we are glad winin we beho!d_ his erimes 
are puniſh'd,. and that Poetical juſtice 15 done upon him. Euripides w.u cen- 
ſud by the Critics of bis time, for mans his chicf charatters too wicked : 
forexample, Fhedra though fbe lov'd her Son-in-law with relattancy, and 
that it was acurſe upon her Family far offending Vens ; yet was thutght too' 
it 4 pattern for the Stage. Shall we therefore baniſh ail charaters of willany ? 
I confeſs I am not of that opinton ; but it 1s neceſſ.iry that the Hero of the 1 lay 
benot a Villain : that 1s, the charatters wiich ſhml4 move our pity ouzht to 
have virtuous riclinations, and degrees of mvral! goodneſs inthem. As for 4 
perfett charafter of virtue, it nevr was in Nature ;, and therefore there can 
be no imitation of it : but th:re are allays of frailty to be allow « for the chief 
Perſons, yet ſo that the good which is 4n- them, ſhall outweigh tne bad ;, and 
conſequently keaveroom for punifhment on the one file, and pity on the other. 
Afier all, if any one will ask me, whether a Tragedy cannot be made upon 

any other grounds, than thoſe of exciting pity and terrer in us ? Boſſu, the | 
beſt of modern C itics, anſwers thus in gentral: That all excellent Arts, and f 
particularly that of Poetry, have been invented and vrouzht to perfettion ty 
ment of a tranfueadent Genius; and that therefore they who prattice afterwards | 
the fame" ;Arts, '\axe oblig'd'to tread ia their footſteps, and to ſearch in their , 
Writings the foundation of them : for it 15not juſt that new Rules ſhould deſtroy | 
the authority of the old. But Rapin writes more partienularly thus: That no paſſi- ' 
onsin a ftory are ſo-proper to move owe concernment 4: Fear ard 7 4 and that 
it ts from our porcernment we recevwe owr pleaſure, undoubred ; when the Soul : 
bevontsagnuted withfear for oneiobaratt-r,or hope for another ; then it 15 that * 
we ayoptens'd in Tragety byrbe ieerefÞ which we'take tn their DT” It 
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Here therefore the general anſwer may be given to the firſt queſtion, how 
far we ought to imitate Shakeſpear and Fletcher in their Plots ; namely that 
we ought to follow them ſo far only, as they have Copy'd the excellencies of thoſe 
who invent ed and brought to perfettion Dramatic Poetry : thoſe things only 
excepted which Religion, cuſtoms of Countries, Idioms of Languages, &C. 
have alter'd in the Superſtrutures, but nat in the foundation of tc deſirn. 

How defettive Shakelpear an { -letcher have beenin al! their Plots, Ar. 
Rymer has diſcover'd inhis Criticims: neither can w:, wins follow them, be 
excus'd from the ſame or greatcr ery-rs ; which are the more wipardana' le in us, 
becauſe.,we wazit their beanie; to cou iterveil our faults. The beſt of t1:ir d:- 
ſigns, the moſt approaching to Antic;4'y, and the moſt conducing to mrve pity; 
# the King and no Ring , wh if :he Farce of Bellus were throws away, is 
of that inferior ſort of Iragedi:s, w.'ich end with 2 proſp rous event. 'Tus pro- 
bably deriv'd from the ſtory of Od: pus, with the charattey of Alexander 
the Great, his exirav.igancies. given to Arbaces. The taking of this 
Play, amongſt many othcrs, I cams: wholly aſcrive to the excellency of the 
attuon ; for 1 finde it m;v1ng wien it i5 read: *tis true, the faults of the Plot 
are ſocvidently prov'd, that they ta.: no longer be deny d. The beanties of iG 
muſt therefore lie either in the livel, touches of the paſſions : or wo muſt con- 
cl:de, as 1 ichink we m:y, that even 2 imperfett Plots, there avel:ſ. dogrees of 
Natr-e, by which ſom” faint emotio;.s of pity and terror arerais d in us © as 
a |:js E:,941e will raiſe a leſs proportie:: of weight, though not ſo mich as one of 
Archimedes makeng ; for no:hisrg c1 move 047 nature, but by ſome natural 
reaſon, which works upon paſſions. And ſince we a: kayowl:dyze the efeft, there 
miſt be ſomething in the cas;ſe. ; 

The difference bi tween Shake ſpccr and Fletcher in their Plotting ſeems to 
be this, that Shakeſpear g-nerally wcves more terror,and Fletcher more com- 
paſſion : For the firſt had a more 2 if. uline, aboldr and mare fiery Genizes ; 
the Second a more ſoft and Womanijh. In the m:chanc- beat. ties of the Plot, 
which are the Ovſervation of the thiee Unitier, Time, Place, and Attion, 
they are t'> deficient ; but Shakeſpenr moſt. Ben. Johnſon reform'd thoſe 
errors in bis (omedies, y.t one of Shaketpeat's was Regtlar before him *. 
which is, The Merry Wives of Windfor. For wht remains concerning 
the deſizn,yon are to be refer'd to our E:::liſh Critic. That method which he has 
preſerib d to raiſe it from miſtake, or ignorance of the crime, is certainly the” 
beſt though 'tis not the only : for amons jÞ all the Trazedies of Sophocles, there 
zs but one, YEdipus, which is wholly built after that model: 

After the Plot, wnic' is the foundation of the F lay, the next thing to which 
we ought to apply our Judgment 1s the manners, for now the Poet comes to work, 
above ground: the ground-work zndeed is that which is moſt neceſſary, as that 
upon which _ the firmneſs of the whole Fabric ; yet it ſtrikes not the eye 
fo much, as the beauties or smper fettions of the manners, the thoughts and the 
expreſſions. HIT - vhs Jet 

The firſt Ride which.Boſlu, preſcribes to the'Writer of an Heroic Porm,” 
«nd whichbalds too by the ſame. reaſon in-Ml Dramatic Þ vetry, is tomn' try 
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enoral of the work.;, that is, to: lay down to your ſelf what that precept of morali- 
ty ſhall be, which you would inſi1uate into the people : as namely, Homer's, 
{ which I have Copy d in my Conqueſt of Granada ) was, that Union pre- 
ſerves a Com non-wealth, and d:ſcord deſtroys it. Sopnocles, mz his OEdipus, 
that no man is to be accounted happy before his death. *Tis the Moral that di- 
reits the whole attion of the I lay to one center ;, and that attion or Fable, 1s 
the example built upon the moral, wouich confirms the truth of it to our experi= 
ence : when the Fable is defign'd, then and not before, the Perſons are to be 
introduc d with their manners, charatters and paſſions. 

- The manners in a Poem, are underſtood to be thoſe inclinations, whether 
natural or acquir d, which move and carry us to ations, good, bad, or indiffe= 
rent in a Play; or which incline the perſons to ſuch, or ſuch aftions : I have an- 
zicipated part of this diſcourſe already, in declaring that a Poet ought not to 
—_ the manners perfettly good in his beſt perſons, but neither are they to be 
more wicked in any of his charatters, than neceſſity requires. To produce a Vil- 
lain, without other reaſon than a natural inclinution to villany, 1s in Poetry 
20 produce an effett without a cauſe : and to makg him more a Villain than be 
bas juſt reaſon to be, 15 to make an effeft which is ſtronger th:n th: cauſe. 

The manners ariſe from many caſes : and are either diſtinguiſh'd by com- 
plexion, as choleric and phlegmatic, or by the differences of Age or Sex, of 
Climates, or Quality of the perſons, or their preſent condition : they are like- 
Wiſe to be gather d from the ſeveral Virtues, Vices, or Paſſions, and many 0- 

- ther common-places which a Poet muſt be ſuppos'd to have learn'd from n:1tural 
Philoſop 
, deſerve the Name of Poet. 

But as th: manners are uſefull in this Art, they may be all compris'd under 
theſe general heads : Firſt, they muſ? be apparent, that's in every charatter 
of the Play, ſome inclinations of the Perſon muſt appear : and theſe are ſhown 
#1 the ations and diſcoxrſe. S:condly the manners muſt be ſuitable or arrecin 
xo the Perſons ; that ts, to the Age, Sex, dignity, and the other general beads 
of eMarners : thus when a Poct has given the Dignity of a Kin to one of his 
perſons, in all his attions and ſpzeches, that perſon muſt diſcover Majeſty, Mag- 

. nanimity, and jealouſy of power ; becauſe theſe are ſutable to the general man- 
zers of a King. The third property of manners is reſemblance; and this is found- 
ed upon the particular charatters of men, as we have them deliver'd to us by 
relation or Hiſtory : that 1s, waen a Poet has the known charatter of this or that 

. man before him, he us bound to repreſent him ſuch, at leaſt nat contrary to that 
which Fame has reported him to have been : thus it 1« not a Poctgchoice to make 
Ulylits choleric, or Achilles patient, becauſe Homer has deſerib” dem quite 
otherwiſe. Tet this is a Rock, on which ignorant Writers daily fÞlt : the 
abſurdity is as monſtrous, as if a Painter ſhould draw a Coward running from 
a Battle, and tell us it was the Pitture of Alexander the Great. 

Thelaſt P property of manners is, that they be conſtant, and equal, that is, 
mn theſame through the whele deſign : thus when Virgil ER 

Uen.the name of PIQUS to A:neas, he mas bound to ſhow frm ſuch, in all - 


Wor, 


'Y, Ethics, and Hiſtory ; of all which whoſoever ts ignorant, does not 
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words and ations through the whole Poem. All theſe properties Horace has 
hinted to a judicrous obſerver. 1. Notandi ſunt tibi mores, 2. aut famam 
ſequere, 3.aut ſibi convenientiafinge. 4. Servetur ad imum, qualis ab 
inczpto proceſſerat, & ſibi conſtet. 

From the manners, the Charatters of perſons are deriv'd, for indeed the 
charaters are no other th. the inclinations, as they appear in the ſeveral per- 
ſons of the Poem. A charatter being thus defin'd, that which diſtinguiſhes one 
man from another. Not to repeat the ſame things over again wich have teen 
ſaid of the manners, I will only add what is neceſſary here. A charafter, or 
that which diſtinguiſhes one ma from all others, cannot be ſuppos'd to conſiſt of 
one particular Virtue, or Vice, or paſſion only ; but 'tis a compoſition of quali- 
ties which are not contrary to one another in the ſame perſon : thus the ſame 
man may be liberal and valiant, but not liberal and covetous, ſo in a Comical 
character, or humour, ( which is an inclination to this, or that particular fol- 
ly ) Falſtaff is a lyar, and a coward, 4 Gluttor, and a Buffon, becanſe all 
theſe qualities may agree in the ſame man ; yet it is ſtill to be obſerv'd, that one 
virtue, vice, and paſſion, ought to be ſhown in every man, as predominant over 
all the reſt : as covetouſneſs 1n Craſſus, love of his C:untry in Brutus ; and 
th: ſame in charatters which are feign d. 

The chief charatcr or Hero in a Tragedy, as I have already ſhown, ought 


' in-prudence to be ſuch a man, w139 h.ts ſo much more in him of Virtue than of 


Dice, that he may be left amiable to th! Audience, which otherwiſe cannot 
havs any concernment for his ſufferings : and 'tis on this one charaer that the 
pity 414 terror muſt be principally, if not wolly fo:mnded. «A Ryde which is ex- 
treamly neceſſary, and which none of the Critics that I know, have fully _ 
diſcover 'dtous. For terror aid compaſſi21 wark but weakly, wien they are di- 
vided into many perſons. If Creon 1.44 veen the chicf character in OEdipus, 
there had neither been terror nor compaſſion mov d ;, but only deteſtation of the 
man aid joy for hs preniſhment ; if Adraitus and Enridice had been made 
more appearing chara#ters, then t:e pity had been divided, and lefien'd on the 
part of OEdipus : but making OEdipus the beſt avd braveſt perſon, and even 
Jocalta but an underpart to him; his virtues and th: puniſhment of his fatal 
crime, drew both the pity, and the terror to himſelf. 

By what had been ſaid of the manners, it will be eaſy for a reaſonable man 
to judge, whether the charatters be truly or falſely drawn in a Tragedy for 
Z there be no manners appearing in the charatters, no concernment fo the ' per- - 
ons can he raifd : no pity or horror can be movd, but by vice or virtue, there- 
fore without them, no perſon can have any buſineſs in the Play. If the 4n- 
clinations be obſcure, "tis a ſign the Poet is in the dark, and knows not what 
manner of man he preſents to you 5, and conſequently you can have no Idea, or 
very imperfett, of that man : nor can wudge what reſolutions he ought to take ; 
or what words or ation: are proper for him : «Moſt Comedies up of acci-- 
dents, or adventures, are liable to fall into this error : and Tragedies with ' 

turns are ſubjett to it : for the manners never can be evident, where the - 


moy 
ſurpriſes of Fortune tak up all the bufineſs of the Stage ; and where the Poet is * 
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more 11 pain, to tell you woat hapn:d to ſuch a man, than woat he was. 'Tis 
one of th: excellenties of Shakeſpear, that the manners of hus perſons are gene- 
rally apparent ;, and you ſee their bent and inclinations. Fletcher - comes far 
ſhort of him in this, as ind:ed he does almoſt in every thing : there are but glim- 
merinns of manners in moſt of his Comedies, which run upon adventures : and 
in his Tragedies, Rollo, Otto, the King and No King, Melantius, and 
many others of his beſt, are b;t Piftures ſhown you in the twi-light ; you know 
wot whether they reſemble vice, or virtue, and they are either good bad, or in- 
different, as the preſent Scene requires it. But of all Poets, this commendation 
z5 to be given to Ben. Johnſon,that the manners even of the moſt inconſiderable 
perſons in bis Plays are every where apparent. 

By conſidering the Second quality of manners, which us that they be ſutable to 
the Age, Quality, Country, Dignity, &C. of the charatter, we may lizgwiſe 
judge whether a Poet has follow'd Nature. Tn this kinde Sophocles and&uri- 
Pides, have more exccll d anong the Greeks than Fiſchylus : and Terence, 
more then Plautus among the R ;mans: Thus Sophocles gives ro O*4ipus 
the true qualities of 2 Kins, in both thoſe Plays which bear his Name: but i 
the latter which is the O£dip2s Colonaens, he lers fall on purpoſe his Trazic 
Stile,. bis H:ro {peaks not in the Arbitrary tone 7, but remembers in the ſoftneſs 
of his complaints, that he is an unfortunave blind Old-man, that h: is baſh d 
from his Country, and perſecuted by his next Relations. The preſ-:1t French 
Poets are generally accis'd, that whereſoever they lay the Scene, or in wiatſo- 
ever Age, the manners of their Heroes are wholly French : Racin's Baj»zet 

is bred at Conſtantinople ; but his civilities are convey'd to him by ſom? ſe- 
cret paſſage, from Verſailles into the Seraglio. But our Shakeſpear, having 
aſcrib d to Henry the Fourth the charatter of a King, andof a Father, gives 
bimthe perfett manners of each R;lation, when either he tranſa:ts with his 
Son, or with his Subjefts. Fletcher, on the other ſide gives neithcy ro Arba- 
Ces, 7or to his King inthe Maids Tragedy, the qualities which are ſutavle to 
a Menarch : though he may be excus'd a little in the latter |, for the King 
there is net uppermeſt in the charafter ; 'tis the Lover of Evadne, who is King 
only, in a ſecond conſideration ;, and thoush he be unjuſt, an4 haz, other faults 
which ſhall be nameleſs, yet he is not the Hero of the Play : 'tis tru- we finde him 
a lawfiill Prince, ( though I never heard of any King that was in Rinodes ) 
and ther: fore Mr. Rymers Criticiſm ſtands good ; that he ſho!ld not be ſhown 
3m ſo vicicr:s a charafter. Sophocles has been more judicious in his Antigona 
for though be repreſent in Creon a bloody Prince, yet he mak: s kim not a lawfu! 
King, but an Uſurper, and Antigona her ſelf is the Heroin of the Tragedy : 
But when Philaſter wounds Arethuſa andthe Boy ; and Perigot his Miſtreſs, 
in the faith{uil Sheperdeſs, bath theſe are contrary to the charaiter of Manhood: 
Nor is Valentinian mana d much better, for though Fletcher has taken his 
" Pifture truly, and ſhown him as he was, an effeminate voluptuons man, yet he 
' has forgotten that he was an Emperor, and has given him none of thoſe Royal 
- *rnarks, which ought to appear in a lawfull Succeſſor of the Throne. If it be en- 
' qu##f a, what Fletcher ſhould have done on this occaſion, ought he not to have 
Res repreſented 
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- reprejented Valentinian « be was? Boſſu ſhall anſwer this queſtion for me, 


: inf, the like nature : Mauritius the Greek Emperor, was a Prince 
« ſurpaſſing Valentinian, for be was indued with many Kingly virtxes ;, he 
was Religions, Mercifull, and Valiant, but withall be was noted of extream 
covetonſneſs, a vice which is contrary to the charafter of a Hero, or a Prince: 
therefore ſays the Critic, that Emperor was no fit perſon to be repreſented in a 
Tragedy, unleſs his good qualities were only to be ſhown, and his covetouſneſs 
( which ſullyed them all ) were ſlur'd over by the artifice of the Poet, To return 
once more to Shakeſpear ; no man ever drew ſo many charatters, or general.y 
diſtinguiſhed 'em better from one another, excepting only Johnſon : 7 will in- 
ſtance but inone, to ſhow the coprouſneſs of his Invention ; 'tis that of Calyban, 
or the Monſter in the Tempeſt. He ſeems there to have created a perſon which 
Was not in Nature, a boldneſs which at firſt ſigh would appear intolerable : for 
he makes him a Species ofhimſelf, begotten by an [ncubus on a Witch ; but 
this as I have elſewhere prov d, is not wholly beyond the bounds of credibility, 
at leaſtthe vulgar ſtile believe it. We have th: ſeparated notions of a ſpirit, 
and of a Witch ; (and Spirits according to Plato, are veſted with a ſubtil body ; 
according to ſome of his followers, have different Sexes ) therefore as from 
the diſtintt apprehenſions of a Horſe, and of a « Man, Imaginationh.s form d 
a Centaur, /o from thoſe of an Incubus and 2 Sorcereſs, Shak?ſpear has 
produc'd his Monſter. Whether or no his Gener.2:401 can be defended, I leave 
to Philoſophy ; but of this I am certain, that th: Poet has moſt judiciouſly fur- 
niſh'd him with a perſon, a Language, and a ch.rrafter, which will ſuit him, 
both by Fathers and Mothers ſide : he has all tl: diſcontents, and malice of a 
Witch, and of a Devil ; beſides a convenient proportion of the deadly ſins 7, 
Gluttozy, Sloth, and Luſt, are manifeſt, the Jejeftedneſs of a ſlave 1s likg- 
woſe given him, and the ignorance of one bred /:» in a Deſart Iſland. His per- 
fon is monſtrous, as he is the produtt of unnatur.:l Luſt ; and his language is 
as hobgoblin as his perſon : mm all things he is di Jinguſh'd from other mortals. 
The r= of Fletcher are poor & narrow, 1 compariſon of Shakeſpears; 
I remember not one which isnot wndaſ'r from |.im ;, unleſs you will except that 
ſtr ange mixture of a man in the King and no King : So that in this part 
Shakeſpear is generally worth our Imation; 21d to vmitate Fletcher 'is but 
to Copy after him who was a Copyer. 
Under this general head of Mamers, the paſſions are naturally included, as 
belonging to the Charatters. 1 ſpeaknst of pity and of terror, which ave to ke 


 mov'din the Audience by the Plot 5, but of Anger, Hatred, Love, Ambition, 


Fealouſy, Revenge, &C, as ay are (hovon in this or that perſon of the Play. 
To deſcribe theſe naturally, to move then artfully, us one of the greateſt 
commendations which can be given to a Poet : to write pathetically, ſays Lon- 
ginns, cannot proceed but for a lofty Genius. A Poet muſt be born with this 


_ Jab yet, unleſthe help himſelf by an acquir' d knowledg of the Paſſions, 


by what ſprings they ate to be mov'd, 
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hounds, or not te obſerve the criſis and turns of them, in their cooling and decay : 
all which errors proceed from want of Judgment in the Poet, and frombemg 
unskill'd in the Principles of Moral Philoſophy. Nothing 1 more frequent in a 
Fanciful Writer, than to foil bimſelf by not managing bu ſtrength : therefore, 
as in aWreſtler, there is firft requir'd ſome meaſure of force, a well-knit body, 
and aftive Limbs, without which all inſtruttign would be vain ; yet, theſe be- 
ing grarted, if he want the skill which =—_ to a Wreſtler, he ſhall make 
but ſmall advantage of his natural ro" uſtuouſneſs : So in a_Poet, brs inborn vehe- 
mence and force of ſpirit, will only run him out of breath the ſooner, if it be not 
ſupported by the help of Art. The roar of paſſon indeed may pleaſe an Audi- 
ence, three parts of which are i7norant enough to think all s moving which «s 
noiſe, and it may ſtretch the lungs of an ambitious Actor, who will dye upon the 
Jpot for athunaring clap , but it will mave no other paſſion than indignation and 
contempt from judicionsmen. Longinus, whom I have hitherto follow'd, con- 
tinues thus: Jf rhe paſſions be Artfully employ'd, the diſcourſe becom:s vehs- 

ment and lofry ; if otherwiſe, there ts nothing more ridiculous than a great paſſion 

out of ſeaſon : And to this purpoſe he animadverts ſeverely upon Iichylus, who 

writ nothing in cold b'oud, but was always inarapture, and m fury with his 
Audience : the Inſpiration was ſtill. upon him, he was ever tearing it upon the 
Tripos ; or ( to 111 off as madly as he.does, from on: ſimilitude to another ) he 
was always at high floud of Paſſion, evenin the dead Ebb, and loweſt Water- 
mark of the Scene. He who would raiſe the paſſion of a judicious Audience, 

ſays a. Lrarned Critic, muſt be ſure to take his bearcrs along with vim Ml they 


frament all whafe ſtrings are ſcrew'd up at firſt to their utmoſt ſtretch, and to 
the. ſame ſound ? Buraki 15 not the worſt ;, for the. Charatters likewiſe bear. « 


bs 
. diſcourſe, when every man us ranting, ſwaggering, and exclaiming bro 


ent ; yet when they are confouaded is the. Writing, 
. en ſo before be ſpeaks ; but bet bis Flack be Jet « going, and be 
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srpetuonſly, and 45 loudly as the erranteſt Hero in the Play. By this means the 
char atters are only dijtin't in name ;, but in reality, 'all the men and women in 
the Play are the ſa ? perſon. No man ſhould pretend to write, who cannot tem- 
per his fancy with his Judgment : nothing ts more dangerous to a raw horſ:-man, 
than a hot-mouth'd Fade withont a =—_ 

'T s neceſſary therefore for a Poet, who would concern an Audience by de- 
Scxibing of a Paſſion, firſt to prepare it, and not to ruſh upon it all at once. Ovid 
bas judscrouſly ſhown the difference of th:ſe two ways,in the ſpeeches of Ajax and 
Ulyſſes : Ajax from the very beginning breaks out into his exclamations, and 
us rs bybus Maker.— Agimus proh Jupiter inquit. Ulyſſes onthe 
contrary,prepares his Audience with all the ſubmiſſcuensſs he can prattice,& all 
the calmneſs of a reaſonable man ; he found his Fudges in a tranquillity of ſpirit, 
and therefore ſet out leaſurely and ſoftly with 'em, till he had warm'd 'em rs 
grees ;, and then be began to mend bis pace, and to draw them along with his 
own impetuouſneſs : yet ſo mana;ing his breath, that it might not fail himat his 
need, and reſerving his utmoſt proofs of ability even to the laſt. The ſucceſs you 
ſee was anſwerab/e, for the croud only applauded the ſpeech of Ajax ; 

 Vulgique ſecutum ultima murmur erat !—— 
But the Fudges awarded the priz2 for which they contended to Ulyſles. 
Mota manus Procerum eſt, et quid facundia poſlit 
Tum patuit, fortiſque viri arma Diſertus. 

The next nec: ſſary rule is to put nothing into the diſconrſe which may hin- 
der your moving of the paſſions. Too many accidents as I have ſaid gncom- 
ber the Poet, as much as the eArms of Saul did David ; for the variety of 
paſſions which they produce, are ever eroſſing and inafe each other out of 


the way. He who treats of jy and grief together, ts in a fair way of cauſing 
ne:ther of thoſe eff ths, There us yet another obſtacle to be remov'd, which is 
pointedWit, and Sentences afetted ou: of ſeaſon ; theſe are nothing of kan 
to the violence of paſſion :. no 1,41 1s at leiſure to makg ſemences ant ſimiles, 
when hs ſul 51n an Agony, I the rather nan.e this fault, that u may ſerve 
to mind n.e of my former errors ; neuker will I [pare my ſelf, but give an ex- 
ample of thu kind from my Indian Emperor : Montezuma, purſn'd by bis 
enemies, and ſeeking Sant! uary, ſtands parlying without the Fort, and de« 
ſeribing his danger to CyCaria, in a ſimile of ſix lines; 

As onthe ſands the frighted Traveller 

Sees the high Seas come rowling from afar, &c. 

My Indian Totentate was well skill'd in the Sea for an Inland Prince, 
an! well improv'd ſince the firſt Af, when be ſent his ſon:to diſcover it, The 
Image had 0: een amiſs from another man, at another tine : Sed nunc non 
erat hiſce i0Cus : 2c deſtroy'd the concernument which the Audience might 0- 
ther wiſe bave 1.14 {.r 21m ;, for they could not think the danger near, when 
be bad thy litt{are to rivyent a Srimde. 

If Shakeſpeur b+ 4ll,w'd, as I think be muſt, to have made his CharaFers 
defbintt, 1; 91 14/61 1 ter'a thai he underfrood be nature of the Paſſions % 
becas/e 11 has veex pr ov 3 alrency, _ 1223's p 11005 make undifting ut- 
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ſhable Charatters : yet I carinot deny that he has bis failings z but they ave 
not ſo much ix the paſſions themſelves, as in bis manner of expreſſion : he of = 
ten obſcures bis meaning by his words,and ſometimes makgs ut unimelligible, 
I will not ſay of ſo great a Poet, that be diſtinguiſh'd not the blown puffy 
ftile, from true ſublimity ; but I may venture to maim ain that the fury of his 
{ney oftentranſported bim, beyond the bounds of Fudgment, eitber in coyn- 
1ng:of new words and phraſes, or racking words which were in uſe, into the 
volence of a Catachreſis :'T w#not that ] would explode the uſe of Metaphors 
from paſſions, for Longinus thinks 'em neceſſary to raiſe it ; but to = 'em 
at every word, to ſay nothing without a eAletaphor, a Simile, an Image, or 
deſcriptien, us I doubt ta ſmell a little roo ſtrongly of the Buckin, I muſt be 
forc'd ts give an example of expreſſing paſſion figuratively ; but that I may 
do it witareſpett to Shakeſpear, zt ſhall not be raken from any thing of his - 


'tis an exclamation againſt Fortune, quoted in bu Hamlet, but written 
by fome other Foet, 


Out, out, thou ſtrumpet fortune; all you Gods, 

In general Synod, take away her Power, 

Break all the ſpokes and fallyes from her Wheel, 

And bowl the round Nave down the hill of Heav'n 
- As low as to the Fiends. 


And immediately after, ſpeaking of Hecuba, when Pria't was kill'd be- 
ture hey eyes: 


Tie mobbled yes ran up and down, 
Threatning the flame with biſſon rheum : a clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ſtood ; and for a Robe 
About her lank and all o're-teemed loyns, 
A bianket inth' alarm of fear caught up. 
Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom ſteep'd 
'Gainſt Fortune's ſtate would Treaſon have pronoune'd ; 
But if the Gods themfelves did ſee her then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrbus make malicious ſport 
In mincing with his ſword her Husband's Limbs, 
The inſtant burſt of clamor that ſhe made 
( Unleſs things mortal meant them notat all ) 

. Would have made milch the burning eyes of Heav'n, 
And paſlion in the Gods. x | 


What « pudder us here kgpt in 1a:ſingthe expreſſion of triffing thoughts, - 
Would not 4 man bave thought that the Poet bed o_ bound for 10 4 
Wheel-wright , for bus firſs Rang? and had follow'd a Ragman, for the clout 
and blankst., in the ſecaud.? Fortune.is painted on a wheel ; and therefore 


that --. 


the pricey 48.4 rage, will have Portical Fuſtice done upon every member of 
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that Engin : after this execution, he bowls the Nave downhill, From Hex- 
ven, tothe Fiends : ( ap unreaſouble long mark a man weuld think; ) "tis 
well there are no ſolid Orbs to ſtop it in the way, or no Element of fire to con- 
ſume it © but when it came tothe earth, it muſt be monſtrous heavy, to break 
ground at low as tothe Center, Hu making milch the burning eyes of Hea- 
ven, was 4 pretty tollerable flight too; and [ think no man ever drew rilk,out 
of eyes before him : yet to wats the wonder greater, theſe eyes were burning. 
Such a ſight indeed were enough to have rais'd paſſion in the Gods but to ex- 
cuſe the effetts of it, he tells you perhaps they did not ſee it, Wiſe menwould 
be glad to find alittle ſence couct'd under all thoſe pompous words ;, for Bom« 
ba is commouly the delight of that Audience, which loves Poetry, but un- 
derſtands it not : and as commonly has been the _ of thoſe Writers ,who 
not being able to infuſe a natural paſſion into the mind, have made it their 
buſineſs to ply the ears, and to ſtun their Judges by the noiſe, But Shake- 
ſpear does not often thus ; for the paſſions in his Scene between Brutus and 
Caſlius are extreamly natural, the thoughts are ſach as ariſe from the mat- 
ter, and the expreſſion of 'em not viciouſly figurative, 1 cannot leave this 
Subject before I do juſtce to that Divine Poet, by giving you one of h1s paſſi- 
onate deſcriptions : "tis of Richard the Second when he was depos'd, and led 
in Triumph through the Streets of London by Henry of Bullingbrook : the 
painting of #t 1s ſo lively, and tbe words ſo maving, that I bave ſcarce read 
any thing comparable ts it, in any other language, Suppoſe you bave ſeen al- 
ready the fortunate Vſurper paſſing through the croud, and fohow'4 by the 
ſhouts and acclamations of the people ; and now behold King Richard entring 
pon the Scene : conſider the wretchedneſs of hys condition, and his Carriage 
init ; and refrain from pitty if youcan. 
As ina Theatre, theeyes of men 
After a well-grac'd Attor leaves the Stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Even ſo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes. 
Did ſcowl on Richard: no man cry'd God fave him : 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcom home, 
Butduſt was thrown-upon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 
His face ſtill combating with tearsand ſmiles 
( The badges of his grief and patience ) 
That had not God ( for ſome ſtrong purpoſe ) ſteel'd 
The hearts of _ they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm it felf have pity'd bim. 


To ſpeakjuſtly of this whole matter; 'tieneither height of thought that it © 


diſcommended ,nor pathetic vebemence, nor + nobleneſs of expreſſion in its 


proper place ; but "tu a falſe meaſure of all theſe, ſomething which # like 'em, 


and # not them : 'ti the Briſtol-ſtone, woich appears liks a Diamond ; 'tis 


an extravagant thoug bt, inſtead of a ſublime one ; "ti roaring magne 4 + | 
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ſtead of vebemence ; and a ſeund of words, inſtead of ſence. If Shakeſpear 
were ſtrips of all the Bonthaſt in bis paſſions, and dreſs'd inthe moſt unlgary 
words, we ſbould find the beanties of his thougbts remaining ; if bit embrozde 
ries were burnt down, there would ſtill be ſilver at the botrom of the melting - 
pot : but I fear (at leaſt let me fear it for my ſelf ) that we who Ape bus ſoun- 
ding words have nothing of bu thought, but are all out-ſide ; there is not ſo 
-much 45 a dwarf within our Giants cloaths. Therefore, let not Shakeſpear 
ſuffer for our ſakes ; 'tis our fault, who ſucceed him in an Age which u more 
refin'd,if we imitate him ſo ull,that we coppy his failings only aud make avir- 
tue of that in our Writings ,which in his was an smper fectios. | 
For what remains, the excellency of that Poet was, as I bave ſaid, in the 
more manly paſſions ; Fletcher's ix the ſofter : Shakeſpear writ better be- 
twaxt man and man ; Fletcher, b:twixt man and woman : conſequently, rhe 
one deſcrib'd friendſhip better ; the other love : yet Shakeſpear raught Flet- 
cher to write love ; and Julict,and Deſdemona, «re. Originals, 'Tis true, 
tbe Scholar had the ſofter ſoul ; but the Maſter had the kinder. Friendſbip 
# both a virtue, and a Paſſion eſſentially ;, love u a paſſion. only in its- 
nature, and 1 not a virtue but by eAccident : good nature makes Friend- 
ſhip ; but effeminacy Love. Shake ſpear had an Univerſal mind, which 
. Comprehended all Charafters and Paſſions ;, Fletcher « more confin'd, and 
 limued : for though be treated love in perfeFion, yet Honour, Ambits- 
on, Revenge, and generally all the | Sa Paſſions, he eitber touch'd 
not, or nur Maſterly, To conclude all ;, he was a Limb of Shakeſpear, 
[bad intended to bave proceeded to the laſt property of manners, which 
is, that they muſt be conſtant; and the charatters maintain'd the ſame 
from the beginning to the end ;, and from thence to have proceeded to 
the thoughts and expreſſions ſutable to a Tragedy : but I will firſt ſee 
bow this will reliſh with the Age. *Tis I confeſs but carſcrily written ; 
yet the Fndgment which is gruen here, is generally fonnded upon E x- 
perience : But becauſe many men are ſhock'd at the name of Rules, as if 
they were a kinde of C Magiſterial preſcription up»n Poets, I will conclude 
with the words of Rapin, in bis reflef$:9ns on Aii.tot.es work of Poetry : Zf 
the Rules be well confider'd: we ſhall find them to be made only to reduce 
Nature into Method, to trace her ſtep by ſtep, and not to ſuffer the leaſt 
mark of her to eſcape us : "tis only by theſe, that probability in Fittion is 
-main:ain'd, which is the Soyl of Poetry : they are founded npon go-d Sence, 
and Sound Reaſon, rather than on «Authority; for, thiugh Ariſtotle and 
Horace are produc'd, yet no man muſt argue, that what they write #5 true, 
becauſe they writ it ; but 'tis evident, ” the ridiculous miftakes and groſs 
abſurdities, which bave been made by thoſe Poets who have takes their Fan- 
cyonly for ther guide, that if this Fancy be not /\ Lures "tis 4 mer ca- 
price, and utterly incapable to produce a reaſonable and yediciousPoem. 
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The Prologue Spoken by Mr. Betterton, 
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Repreſenting the Ghoſt of Shakeſpear. 


EE, mylov/d Britons, ſee your Shakeſpeare riſe, 
en awfull ghoſt confeſi'd to human 
Unnam'd, methinks, diſtinguiſh'd Thad + 
From other ſhades, by this eternal green, 
About whoſe wreaths the vulgar Poets ſtrive, 
And with a touch; their wither” d Bays revive. 
Untaught, unprattis d, in a barbarous Age, 
I _ not, bat created firſt the Stage. 
And, if I drain'd no Greek or Latin ſtore, 
IT Was, that my own abundance gave me more.. | 
On foreign trade I needed not rely : 
Like frunf ill Britain, rich without ſupply : 
In this my rough-drawy Play, you ſhall hold 
Some Maſter-ſtroker, ſo manly and ſo bold 
That he, who meant to alter, found 'emſuch 
He ſhook, and thought, it Sacrilege to touch. 
w, where are the*Sncceſſours to my name * 
What bring they.t0 i out a Poets fame ? 
Weak,, ſhort-liv'd iſſues of a feeble Age ; 
Scarce lwving to be Chriſten d on the Stage ! 
For Humour farce, forlove toy rhyme diſpence, ., _ 
That tolls the knelt, for their dparted ſence. PE. 
Dulneſs might thrive i ip ahy trade but this : ants "ob 
'T wowd recommend to ſome fat Benefice. .' 
Dulneſs, that \in # Playbouſe meets diſgrace EVER 
e Might meet 'with Reverence, in its proper place. S 
ou'd from a Fudge or Alderman go down A... 
Such virtue is there in a Robe and gown | | 
And that which Ks ou hate 
Might TR WE, "be call'd x. cw debaxe -. 
FR efs #5 dbbene ia the Chureb and State. »\ 


= ulſome clench th nauſeats the Town ov] _— q 


But I forget that ſtill "tis underſtood ROOTS 
Bad Plays are beſt decry'd by ſhowing goed: 
Set pw then, that & Ray pleas d Soul mayſee 


e once, and wi. GENE 3. 


My Fn Tommy Scene from true Records ſhalt tell 
_ Trojan valowr did the Greek excell; 


Sor] on forefathers ſhall their fame regain, 
lor Ghoſt repine in vain. . 


Actors 


Perſons Repreſented, 
By 
 Hetfor. Mr. Smith. 
Troilas. Mr.Bettertoy. 
Priam. Mr. Percival.. 
e/Enca. Mr.ZFoſeph Willems, 
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Calchas. Mr. Percival. 
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- Uhyſſes. Mr. Harri. 
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Diomedes. Mr. Crocby. 
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7 Therſites. . Ms. Underhill. 
Creſfida, Mis {ory Zee. 
Audromache. Mrs Betterton. 
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To: Mr. Dryden on his Play, Called; 
Trath Found too Late. - 


AG will our Maſter Poet then admit 
A young beginner in the Trade of Wit, 
To bring a plain and rultick Muſe to wait, 
On His.1n all her glorious Pomp and ftate# 
Can an unknown unheard of private Name, 
Adde any Luſtre x0 ſo bright a Fame ? 
No! ſooner Planets to the Sun may. give 
That Light which they themſelves trom him derive:. 
Nor could my ſickly fancy entertain, 
A thought fo fooliſh, or a pride ſo vain. 
- But as when Kings through Crowds in triumph go, . 
The meaneſt wretch that gazes at the ſhow, 
Though to that Pomp his voicg can adde no more, }. 
Then when we drops into the Ocean powr, 
Has leave his Tongue 1n praiſes to employ : 
(Th accepted Ianguage of officious joy -} 
. Sol, in lowd applauſes may reveal 
. To you, great King of Verſe, my Loyal Zeal, 
May tell with what Majeſtic grace and miene 
Your 4»ſe diſplays herlelfin every Scene; 
In what rich robes ſhe bas-fair Crefid dreſt, 
And with what gentle fires inflam'd her breſt. 
How when thoſe fading eyes her aid implur'd 
She all their ſparkling Luſtre has reſtor'd, 
Added more charms, freſh Beautys on *em ſhed - 
And to new Youth recal!'d the Lovely maid. | 
How nobly-fhe the Royal Brothers draws ;. 
How great their quarrel and how great their cauſe :. 
How juſtly raiſed ! and by what juſt degrees, 
Ina ſweet calm does the rough tempeſt ceaſe !. 
Eavy 3 
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Envy not now the God-like Romans rage, | - 
Heitor and Troylus darlings of our Ape, C. 
Shall had iq bang with Zratustread the age. $ 


_ 


But, as with Zaniw Prrgildid of old, 
You found it dirt but you have made it gold. 
A dark and undigeſted heap it lay, 
Like Chaos erethe-dawn of infant day, 
But you did firſt the cheerful light diſplay.” 
Confug'd it was as £picurus world 
4 Of Atoms by blind chance together hurl's, 
=” But you have made fixch order through it ſhiric 
As lowgly ſpeaks the Workmanſhip Wine, 


aShakeſpear *tis true this tale of 770 firſt I old, ; 


Baalt then O Troy fand triumphin thy flames 

\ That make thee ſung by three ſuch mighty names. . 
Had //inm ſtood Homer had neer been read, 
Nor the {a'cet Mants an Swan his wings difplay'd, , 
Nor Thou the third, but equall in renown 

Thy matchlefs $kill in this great ſubje& ſhown. 
Not Priams ſelf nor all the Trojan State ' 
Was worth the ſaving at ſo dear a rate. 
Byt they now flouriſh by you mighty three 
In Verſe more laſting than their walls could be. -. 
Which never, never ſhall like them decay 
Being buiir by hands divineas well asthey.;. 
Never, till our great Chzrls being ſnng by You,, 
Old Zroy ſhall grow leſs famous than the new... 
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TRUTH found too late. 


TRAGEDY. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. A Canp. 


Enter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor. 


Rinces, it ſeems not ſtrange to us nor new, 
That after Nine years Seige Troy makes defence, 
Since every Action of Recorded Fame 
Has with long difficulties been involy'd, 
Not Anſwering that !dea of the thought 
Which gave it Birth, why then you Grecian Chiefs, 
With ſickly Eyes do you behold our labours, 
And think 'em our diſhonour, which indeed, 
Are the protractive Tryals of the Gods, 
To prove heroique Conſtancy in Men ? 
Neſtor. With due obſervance of thy Soveraign Seat 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply, 
Thy well-weigh'd words : In ſtruggling with misfortunes, 
Lyes the true proof of Virtue: on ſmoorh Seas, 
How many bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, 
And make an equall way with firmer Veſſels ! 
But ler che Tempeſt once inrage that Sea, 
And then behold the ſtrong rib'd Argoſie, 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Ayr 
Like Perſexs mounted on his Pegaſus. 
Thenwhere are thoſe weak Riyals 1 the Maine ? 


Agam. 
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Or to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, 
Or made a Prey to XN eptuze : even thus 
Do empty ſhow, and true-priz'd worth divide 
In ſtorms of Fortune. _ . 
; Uliſes. Mighty Agamemnon ! 
Heart of our Body, Soul of our deſigns, . 
In whom the tempers, and the minds of all 
Shou'd be inclos'd : hear what Uliſes ſpeaks. 
Agam.——You have free leave. 
Ulifſes. Troy had been down ere this, and Heftors Sward 
Wanted a Maſter but for our diſorders : 
The obſervance due to rule has been neglected ; 
Obſerve how many Grecian Tents ſtand void 
Upon this plain ; ſo many hollow factions : 
For whenthie General 1s not like the Hive 
To whom the Foragers ſhould all repair, 
What Hony can our empty Combs expect ? 
O when Supremacy of Kings is ſhaken, 
What can ſucceed : How cou'd communities 
Or peacefull traflick from divided ſhores, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrells, 
But by degreeſtand on their ſolid baſe / 
Then every thing reſolves to brutal force 
And headlong force isled by hoadwink'd will, 
For wild Ambition, like a ravenous Woolf, 
Spurd on by wilt and ſeconded by power, 
Muſt make an univerſal prey of all, 
And laſt devour it {elf. 
Neſt. Moſt prudently Vl:ffes has diſcover'd 
The Malady whereof our ſtate is ſick. 
Diom. *Tis truth he ſpeaks, the General's'diſdain'd 
By him one ſtep beneath, he bythe next : 
That next by him below : So eachdegree 
Spurnsupward at Superiour eminence : 
Thus our diſtempers are their fole ſupport ; 
Troy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength, 
Azam. The Nature of this pact found, inform us 
From whence it draws its birth : 
Ulyſſes. The great eAc#illes whom opinion crowns 
The chief of all our Hoſt — 
Having his ears buzz'd with his noiſy Fam 
Diſdainsthy Sovereign charge, and in his Tent, 
Lyes mocking onr delignes, with him Patroclis 
Upon a lazy Bed, bregks {curvil Jeſts 
Apd with ridiculous and awkard ation, 
/ 
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Which, ſlanderer, he imitation calls 
eMimicks the Grecian chiefs. 

eAgam. As how Ulyſſes ? 

Ulyſſes. Ev'n thee the King of men he do's not ſpare 
(The monkey Authour ) but thy greatneſs Pageants 
And makesof it Rehearfals : like a Player 
Bellowing his Paſſion till he bfeak the ſpring 
And his rack'd Voice jar to his Audience; 

So repreſents he Thee, though more unlike 

Then Yulcan 1s to YVeurns. 

And at this fulſome ſtuff, this wit of Apes, 

The large Achilles on his preſt Bed lolling, 

From his deep Cheſt roars out a loud Applauſe, 
Tickling his ſpleen, and langhing till he wheeze. 

Neſtor. Nor are you ſpar'd Ulyſſes, but as you ſpeak in Council 
He hems ere he begins, then ſtrokes his Beard, 
Caſts down his looks, and winks with halfan Eye ; 
'Has every action, cadence, motion, tone, 

All of you but the ſznce. 

Azam. Fortune was merry 
When he was born, and plaid atrick on Nature 
To make a mimick Prince : he ne're acts ill 
But when he would ſeem wile : 
For all he ſays or do's from ſerious thought 
Appears fo wretched that he mocks his title 
And is his own Buitoon. 

- Ubſees. In imitation of this ſcurril fool 
Ajax 1s grown ſelf-wilPd as broad «Achilles, 
He keeps a Table too, makes FaCtious Feaſts, 
Rails on our State of War, and ſets Thrrſites 

( A ſlanderous ſlave of an ore-flowing gall ) 
To levelus with low Compariſons : 
They tax our Policy with Cowardice 
Count Wiſdom ofno moment in the War, 
In brief, eſteem no ACct, but that of hand ; 
The ſtill and thoughtful parts which move thoſe hands 
With thera are but the tasks cut out by fear 
To be perfcrm'd by Valour. | 

Agam. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 
Is more of uſe then he : but you grave pair 
Like time and wiſdome marching hand in hand 
Maſt put a ſtop to theſe incroaching 1s : 

To.you we leave the care : | 
You whozou'd ſhow whence the diſtemper.ſprings. _ . 


Muſt vindicate the Dignity of Kings. Exennt. | 
B 2 SCENE 


('4.) 
SCENE I. Tro. 


Enter Pandarus, and Troilus. 


Troil, Why ſhould I fight without the Trojan walls 
Who, without fighting, am'ore*thrown within : 

The Trojan who 1s Maſter of a'Soul- 
Let him to battel, T70:lus has none. 

Pand, Will this never be at anend with you? 

Troil. The Greeks are ſtrong and sillful to their ſtrength 
Fierce to theirskill, and to their feircenels wary; 

But | am weaker then a Womans tear, 
Tamer.then fleep, fonder then Ignorance : 
And Artleſs as unpraftic'd Infancy. 

Pand. Well, I1have told you enough of this ; for my part Pll not 
meddle nor make any farther in your Love : He that will eat of the- 
Roaſtmeat, mult ſtay for the kindling of the fire. 

Troil. Havel not ſtay'd? 

Pand. I, the kindling : but you muſt ſtay thefpitting of the meat: 

Troil. Haveii not ſtay'd? : 

- Pard. 1, the ſpitting : but there's two words to a bargain - you muſt 
ſtay the roaſting too. 

Troil. Still have I ſtay'd : and ſtill the farther off. ' 

Pand. That's but the roaſting, but there's more in this word-ſtay;; 
there's the taking off the Spitr, the making of the ſawce,” the diſhing, 
the ſetting on the Table, and the ſaying Grace ; nay you mult ſtay the = 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your chaps. 

Troil. At Priams table penfive do I fir, 

And when fair Cr:ſid comes into my thoughts 
( Can ſhe be ſay'd to come, who ne*re was abſent ! ) 

Pand. Well, ſhe*'sa moſt raviſhing creature ; and ſhe look'd Yeſter- 
day moſt killingly, ſhe had ſach a ſtroke with her eyes, ſhe . cut to. the-. 
quick withevery glance of e'm: | 

Troil. I was about to tell thee, when my heart 
Wasready with a figh to cleave in two + 
Leſt Hettor, or my Father ſhould perceive me, - 

I have with mighty anguiſh of my Soul 
Juſt at the Birth ſtifled this ſtill. born-ſigh -. 
And forc'd my face into a pa nful (mite. - | 

Pand. ' meaſur'd her with my girdle Yeſterday, ſhe*s not half a yard * 
about the waſte, but ſo taper a ſhape did I never ſee, but when 1 had 
her in my arms , Lord thought I, and by my troth 1 could not forbear 
kghing, if Prince Trois had ber at-this advantage, and Pos er 
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of the door. —And ſhewere a thought taller, but as ſhe is,ſhe wants not 
an 'nch of Helen neither ; but there's no more compariſon between the 
Women-—there was wit , there was a ſweet tongue : How her 
words melteth in her mouth ! Mercury wou'd have been glad to have 
had ſuch a tongue in his mouth I warrant him. 

I wow'd ſome body had heard her talk Yeſterday, as 1 did: 

Troil. Oh Pandarus, when | teilthee Iam mad 
In Geſſid”s Love, thou anſwer'lt ſhe is fair ; 

Praiſeſt her eyes, her ſtature and her wit x 
But praiſing thus, inſtead of oyl and balme, 
Thou lay*ſt in every wound her Love has giv'n me 
TheSword that made ir. 

Pand. | give her but her due. 

Troil. Thou give'lt her not ſo-much. - 

Pand. Faith *lle ſpeak no more of her, let her be as ſhe is :- 

If ſhe be a beauty 'tis the b2tter for her, and ſhe be not 
She has the miends in her own hands for Pandarus. 
Troil. in ſpight of me thou wilt miſtake my meaning. 
Pand. I hzve had but my labour for my pains, 
Il thought on of her, and ill thought on of you: 
Gone between and between, and am ground in the Millſtones 
For my Labour. 

Troil. What art thou angry Pandarus with thy friend ? 

Pand. Becanſe ſhe's my Niece, therefore ſhe's not fo fair as Hellen, 
and'ſhe werenot my Niece, ſhow me-ſuch another piece of Womans 
fleih, take her limb by limb, 1 fay no mare, but if Paris had ſeen her 
firit, 24:1: las had been no Cuckold : but what care : ifſhe were a Black- 
moore, what am I the better for her face. 

Treil. Say*d.l ſhe was not beantiful. 

Pend. care not if you did, ſhe's a fool to ſtay bzhind her Father 


Calchas , let her tothe Greeks ; and lo Ile tell her : for my parc-I am 


reſolute, 1'le meddle no more in your affairs, 
Trcil. Bur hear me ! 
Pand. Not I. 
Troil. Dear ” andarus— 


Pand. Pray ſpeakno more on't,”le not burn my fingers in another bo- - 


— 


dy's b 1finefs, Ple leave it as 1 found it,% there's an end. [Exit Pandarm. + 


Troil. 9 Gods, how do you torture me ? 
I cannot come to Creſſid but by him, 
And he's as pee” ith to be woo'd to wooe, 


As ſhe is to be wou. 
- Enter Fneas. 


eAfneas. How now, Prince Troilus ; why not in the battle ? | 
Tr«l. Becauſe not there, this Womans anſwer ſuites me; 


For 
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For Womanniſh it is to be from thence : 
What news eAneas from the field to day ? 
en. Paris is butt. - 
Troil. By whom ? 
e/En. By Menelaus, Hark what good ſport Alarum within. 
Is out of Town today, whea I hear ſuch Muſick 
I cannot hold from dancing. 
Troil. Vle make one, 
Andtry to loſe an anxious thought or two 
In heat of action. 
L eAfide ] Thus Coward-like from love to War I run, 
Seek the leſs dangers , and the greater ſhun. [ Exit Troil. 


Enter Creſlida. 


Creſſid. My Lord <£nees,who were thoſe went by? I mean the Ladys 
eA:n. Queen Hecuba, and Hellen. 


(eſſe. And whither go they ? 
e/£n. Up to the Weltern Tower. 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject, all the vale ; 
To ſee the battle, Hettoy whoſe paticnce 
Is fix'd like that of Heavn, to day was mov'd: 
He chid Andromache, and [{trook his Armourer, 
And as there were good Husbandry in War, 
Before the Sun was up he went to held ; 
Your pardon Lady that's my buſineſs too. [ Ex KXneas. 
So Creſſi. Hettors a gallant Wariour. 


Enter Pandarus. 


Pand. What's that, what's. that ! 

Creſſi. Good morrow Uncle Pandarus. 

Pand.. Good morrow Coulin Creſſida : when were you at Court ? 

Creſſi. This morning Uncle / 

Pand. What were you a talking when I came ? was Hector arnt'd, 
And gone ere ye came ? Hettor was ſtirring early. 

Creſſi. That I was talking of; and of his anger ! 

Pand. Was he angry fay you ? true he was ſo, andI know the cauſe : 
He was ſtruck down yeſterday in the battle, but he®ll lay about him 
he'll cry quittance with 'em-to day Ple anſwer for him : and there's 
Troilus Mil not come far behind him ; let *em take heed of Troilus, I 
can tell *em that too. 

Creſſi. What was he ſtruck down too ? 

Pand. Who, Troilus ? Troilns is the better man of the two. 

Creſſi. Oh Fupiter ! there's no compariſon, Troilus the better man |! 

Pana. What, no compariſon between Hettor and Trois .? do you 
know a man if you ſee him?” - ; 

- + : Creſſi. 
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Creſſi. No, for he may look like a man, and not be one. 
Pand. Well, I fay Troilus is Trotlns. 
Creſſi. That's what I ſay, for Iam ſure he is not Heftor, 
Pand. No, nor Hettor is not Troilus, make your beſt of that Neece! 
Creſſi. 'Tis true, foreach of 'em is himſelf. 


Pand. Himſelf !alas poor Troilus ! I wou'd he were himſelf, well 
the Gods are allſufficient, and timemuſt mend or end : I wou'd be 
were himſelf, and wou'd I were a Lady for his fake. I would not 
anſwer for my Maidenhead, —No, Hettor is not a better man than 
Troilus. 

Creſſi. Excuſe me. 

Pand. Pardon me : T70ilss is inthe bud "tis early day with him, you 
ſhall tell me another tale when T7o4lus is come to bearing : and yet he'll 
not bear neither in ſome ſence. No,Hettor ſhall never have his virtues. 

Creſi:. No matter. : 

Pand. Nor his beauty, nor his faſhion, nor his wit, he ſhall have 
nothing of him. 

Crefſi. They would not become him, his own are better. 

Pand. How, his own better / you have no judgment Neece, Heller 
her ſelf ſwore tother day, that Troilxs for a manly brown complexion ; 
C for ſo it is, 1 muſt confels; ) not brown neither. 

Creſſi. No, but very brown, 

Fhnd. Faith to ſay truth, brown and not brown : come I-ſivear to 
you, 1 think Hellen loves him better then Paris: Nay Pm fure ſhe does, 
ſhe comes me tohim tother day, into the bow window, and you know 
Troilus has not above three or four hairs on his chin. 

Creſſi. That's but a bare commendation, 

Pand. But to prove to you that - Hellen loves him, ſhe comes, and 
puts me her white hand to his cloven chin / 

Creſſi. Has he been fighting then, how came it cloven ? 

Pand. Why, you know it 1s dimpled. I cannot chooſe but laugh to 
think how ſhertickled hiscloven chin : She has a marvellous white hand 
I muſt needs confels. 

But let that paſs, for Il know who has a whiter : 
Well Couſin | told you a thing yelterday, think on'r, think on'c. 

Ceſſi. Sol doUndcle. 

Pand. Vle beſworn'tis true ; he will weep ye, and *twere a man 
bornin April. | [ A Retreat ſounded. 
Hark, thcy are returning from the field ; ſhall we ſtay and ſee %tm as 
. they come by, ſweet Neece do, ſweet Neece Creſſida. 

Creſſi. For once you ſhall command me. 

Pand. Here, here, here's an excellent place ; we may ſee %*em here 
moſt bravely, and I le tell you all their names as they paſs by : but 
mark Troilus above the reſt, mark 7Tro4bxs, he's worth your marking. 

EZancas> . 
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Xneas paſſes over the Stage. 
/"Creſſi. Speak not ſo loud then. 
Pand. That's <neas, Is't not a brave man that, he's a ſwinger, 


many a Grecias he has laid with his face upward ; but mark Troitxs, you 
ſhall ſee anon. 


. Enter Anthenor, paſſing. 


That's Anthenor, he has_a notable head-peece I can tell you, and 
he's the ableſt man for judgment in all Troy, you may turn him looſe 
1 faith, and by my troth a proper perſon : When comes Troilus ? Vle 
ſhow you T704l45 anon, if he ſee me, you (hall ſee him nod at me. 


Hettor paſſes over. 


That's Heftor, that, that, look you that, there's a fellow, go thy way 
Hetor, ther:*s a brave man Neece : O brave Heft.r, look how he 
looks ! there's a countenance / is'r not a brave man Neece ? 

Creſſi. lalways told you ſo. 

Pand. Is a not ? it does a mans heart good to look on him, look you, 
look you there, what hacks are 01 his Helmet ! this was- no boys play 
?faith, he laid it on with a vengeance, take it of whoſe who's will as 
they ſay! there are hacks Necce / 

Creſſi. Were thoſe with Swords. : 

Pard. Swords, or Bucklers, Faulchions, Darts, and Lances ! any 
thing he cares not ! and the devil come *tisall one tro him, by Fupter 
he looks ſo terribly that 1 am half afraid topraiſe him. 


Enter Taris; 


Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Pars, look ye yonder Neece ; is't 
nota brave young Prince too ! He draws the beſt bow in all Troy, he 
hits you to a ſpan twelveſcore level ; who ſaid he came home hurt to 
day: why this will do Hel{:n"'s heart good now ! Ha! that 1 cou'd ſee 
Troilus now |. 


Enter Helenus. 


Creſſi. Who's that black man Uncle ? 

Pand. That's Helenus, | marvel where Troilxs is all this while? that's 
Helenus, 1think Troxlus went not forth to day ; that's Helenws. 

Creſſi. Can Helenus fight Uncle ? | 

Pand. Helems ! No, yes, he'il fight indifferently well, I marvel in 
my heart what's h2come of Troilus ? Hark ! doyou not hear the people 
cry Troilus? Helcaus is a Prieſt and keeps a whore ; he'll fight for's 
whore, or he's no true Prieſt I warrant him. 


| Enter Troilus paſſing over. 
'Creſſi. What ſneaking fellow comes yonder? 
| Pand. 


, (92 
"Pand. Where, yonder! that's Deiphobus : No I lye, I lye, that's 
Troilus, thete's a man Neece-! hom! O brave-Troilus! -the Prince of 
chivalry, aad flower of fidelity! - oi 42 \ £7 


Creſſi. Peace, for ſhame peace. 
Pand. Nay but mark him then ! O brave Troilus ! there's a man of 


.men Neece / look you how his Swordis bloody, and his Helmet more 
hack'd then Hettors, and how he looks, and how he goes-! O admira- 
ble youth! he nere ſaw two and twenty.: Go thy way, Troibes, go thy 
way / had. a ſiſter were a grace, and a daughter a Goddeſle, he ſhou'd 
take his choice of 'em, Oadmirable man ! Paris ! Paris is dirt to him, 
and | warrant Helen to change, wou'd gyve all the ſhoves in her ſhop 


to boot. 
Enter Commen Souldiers paſſing over. 


Creſſi. Here come more. | foe 

Pand. Aſſes, fools, dolts, dirt and dung, ſtuff and lumber : por- 
redg after meat? but I cou'd live and dye with Troilus. Nere look 
Neece, nere look, the Lyons are gone ; Apes and Monkeys, the fag 
end of the creation. I had rather be ſuch a man as Troilus, then Aga- 
memnon and all Greece. 

Creſſi. There's «Achilles among the Greeks, he's a brave man ! 

Pand. Achilles | a Carman, a bealt of burden ; a very Camel, have 
you any eyes Neece, do yon know a man / is he zo be compar'd with 
Troilus ! : 

Enter Page. 


Paze. Sir, my Lord Troz{us wou'd inſtantly ſpeak with you. 


oO 


Pand. Where boy, where ! 

Page. At hisown ho'iſe, if you think convenient. 

Pand. Good boy teil hum 1 come inſtantly, 1 dvubt he's wounded, 
farewell god Neece : But 'le be with you by and by. | 

Creſſi. To bring me Uncle! 

Pand. |, a2 token from Prince Trolus. 

Creſſi. By the ſame token youarea procurer Uncle. [' Exit Pandarus. 


Creſlida «lone. 


A ſtrange diſſembling Sex we Women are, 

Well may we men, when we our ſelves deceive. 

Long has my ſecret Soul lov'd Troilas. 

I drunk his praiſes from my Uncles mouth, 

As if my ears cou'd nere be farisf'd ; 

Why then, why faid I not, I love this Prince ? 

How cou'd my tongue conſpireagainlt my heart, 

To fay Ilov'd nim not, O childiſh love ! 

*Tis like an Infant froward in his play, Sn ,} þ 
And what he moſt deſires; he throws away. L Exit Cre{lida. 


C ACT. 
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| Pk, Hedtbt, Troifus, Kica 


Priam.  N, Fter th' expence of fo much titne and blood, 
7 \ Thus once again the Grecianis ſend to Troy. 
Deliver Helen, and all othier lofs 
Shall be forgotten Hefor, what fayyou to't ? 
| Heft. Though no man lefFcan-fear the Greeks than 1, 
Yet there's no Virgin.of more tender heart 
More ready tocry out, whoknowsthe conſequence, 
Then Hettor is; for modeſt doubt is mix'd 
With-manly courage beſt, let Helen go. 
If we have loſt ſomany lives of ours, 
To keep a thing not ours; notworth'to as 
'The yallue of a mar., what reaſon is there 
Still to retain the cauſe of ſo much il] ? 
Trel. Fy, fy, my noble Brother ! 
Wragh you the worth and honour of a King, 
SdFreat aSe4/7's Monarch in a ſcale 
Of common ounces thus? 
Are fears and reaſons fit tobe conſider'd, 
When a Kings fame is queſtion'd ? 
'  Hett. Brother, ſhe's not worth 
What her defence has coſt us. 
Trail. What's ought but as 'tis vallued ? 
Heft. But vallue dwels not.in opinion only : 
It holds the dignity and eſtimation, 
As well, wherein 'tis precious. of it ſelf. 
As'in the prizer,.?tis idolatry 
To make the Service greater than the God. 
Troil. We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant 
When we have worn 'em: the remaining food 
Throw not away becauſewe now are ſull. 
If you confeſs *twas wiſedome Paris went, - 
As you muſt needs; for. you all cry'd go, go, 
If youll confeſs he brought home noble prize 
"_ muſt needs, for you all clapt your hands, 
cry'd ineſtimable: why do you now 
Sounderrate the vallue of your PF ? 


opletme you *tis unmanly theft  ' 
"'Whetiwe have taken whatlwe Tarts keep 52-077 ©. 
.. eddne... There's not the meanelt Spirit in our party | 
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Without a heart to dare, or Sword tadrauw, 
When Heller is defended * nyne-ſo'noble - - 
Whoſe life were ill beſtowed, or death unfam'd, 
When Helleu is the Subject. "i 
Priam. $0 ſays Paris. ' 
Like one beſotted on effeminate joys, 
He has the honey ſtill, but theſe the gall. 
e/Eneas. He not propoſes meerly to himſelf 
The pleaſures ſuch a beauty brings with it: -: 
But he wou'd have the ſtain of Hellen's rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
Hett. Troilus and e/Entas you have fayd : 
F ſaying ſuperficiall things be reaſon. 
But if this Hellen be anothers wife, 
The Morall laws of Nature and of Nation's 
Speak loud ſhe be reſtor'd - thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 
But makes it much more ſo : Heforsopinion 
Is this, is in way of truth : yet ne'rethelefs 
My ſprightly Brother I encline to you 
In reſolution to dzfend her ſtill: 
For "tis a cauſe on which our Troj«z honour 
And common reputation will —_ 
Trozl. Why there you touch'd the life of our defigne: 
Were it not glory that we covet more 
Then warand vengeance ( beaſts and womens pleaſure } 
I wou d not wiſh a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence : But oh my Brother 
She isa ſubject of renoun and honour, 
AndI preſume brave Heftor wou'd not loſe 
The rich advantage of his future fame | 
For the wide worlds revenew : —1 have buſineſs; 
But glad lam to leave you thus reſolv'd. | 
When ſuch arms ſtrike, ne're doubt of the ſucces. 
e/£neas. May we not gueſle ? 
Troil. You may, and be deceiv'd. L Exit Troil. 
Hef. A woman on my life : ev*nſo it happens, 
Religion, ſtate affairs, whater'es the theme 


It ends in women ſtill. | 
Enter Andromache. 


Priam. See here's your wife 
To make that maxim good. | | 
Hef. Welcome omache: your looks.are cheerful 3  .. 


ou pring ſome news. wad. 
Fga pring ſome pleaſing __ io? 
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eMrdre. Nothing that's ſerious. . 
Your little Son Aſtyanax has employ'd me: + 
As his Ambaſladreſle, . 

Heft. Upon what errand ? 

Anaro. No leſs then that his Grandfather this day 
Would make him Knight : he longs to killa Grecian : 
For ſhou'd he ſtay to be a man, he thinks 
Youll kill'em all ; and leaveno work for him. -. = 

Priam. Your own blood; Hefor. c 

eAndro. And therefore he deſignes.toſend a challenge : 
To eAgamennon, Ajax, or eAchilles _— 
To prove they do not well to burn our fields; 
And keep us coop'd like priſner's. ina Town: _ __ : 
To lead this lazy life. L 

Hef#. What ſparks of ;honour- 
Fly from this child !. the God's ſpeak in him ſure : 
—— ]t ſhall be fo—Vle do'r. | 

Priam. What means my Son? + 

Hett. To ſend a challenge ta the boldeſt Greek; - 
Is not that Country ours? thoſe fruitful Fields, 
Waſh'd by yon Silver flood, are theynot ours ? 
Thoſeteeming Vines that tempt our. longing eyes, 
Shall we behold e'm ? ſhali we call e'm ours, 
And date not make em ſo ? by Heavens Ple know 
Which of theſe haughty Grecians, dares to think ; 
He can keep Hufkirprifngr' herein. Troy. (;51! 1+ | 

Priam, \f Hettor only were a private Many .::, ; 
This wou'd be courage, but.in him tis madneſs... . 
The generall ſafety on your life depends. - 
And ſhou'd you periſh in this raſh attempt 
Troy with a groan, would feel her Soul go.,out: :: 
And breath her laſtan youvd 9 / cr; - -—- ;; - | 

e/Eneas. The task you undertake is hazardous: -- 
Suppoſe you win, what»won't the profit be ? 
If Ajax or Achilles fel] beneath | 
Your thundring Arm, wou'd all the reſt depart? - 
Wou'd Agamemnos, of hisinjur'd Brother 
Set fayl for this? then it were[wotth your danger :./- 
Bnt,- as it is, we throw our utmolt ſtake 
Againſt whole heaps of theirs... 

Priam. He fells you true. -” 

e/Eneas. Suppoſe one, Ajax, or Achilles:loſk,: . - 
They canrepair with more that ſingle loz5.; -..-, 1; 44 6 
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What then art thou ; and what is Troils ? 
What will Aftyanax be ? 

Priam. An Heftor one day. 

But you muſt let him live to be a Hefor. 

And who fhall make him ſuch when you are gone ? 
Who ſhall inſtrn&t his tenderneſs in arms, 

Or give his childhood leſſons of the war ? 

Who ſhall defend the promiſe of his youth 

And make it bear in Manhood? the young Sappling 
Is ſhrowded long beneath the Mother tree 

- Before it be tranſplanted from its Earth, 

And truſt it ſelf fir growth. 

Hett. Alas, my Father ! 

You have not drawn one reaſon from your ſelf, 
But publick ſafety, and my Sons green years : 
In this negleCting that main argument 

Truſt me you chide my filiall piety : 

As if | cou'd be won from my reſolves 

By Troy, or by my Son, or any name 

More dear to me than yours. 

Priam. I didnot name myſelf; becauſe I know 

Whenthou art gone, I need no. Grecian Sword, 

To help me dye, but only Hettors loſs. 

Daughter, why Peak not you? why ſtand you filent ? - 
' Have you no right in Hefor, as a wife? 

Andro. 1 would be worthy to be Hettors wife : 
And had I been a Man, as'my Souls one 
I hadaſpir'd a nobler name, his friend. 

How [ love Hefor, ( need Lay 1 love him? ) 

[ am not Hut in him : 

But when I ſee him arming for his Honour, 

His Country and his Gods, that martial fire 
That mounts his courage, kindlesev'n to me -. 
And when the Trojan Matrons wait him out 
With pray*rs, and meet with bleſſings his return ; 
The pride of Virtue, beats within my breaſt, , 
To wipe away the ſweat and duſt of War : 
Anddreſs my Heroe, glorious in his wounds. 

Heft. Come to my Arms; thon manlier Virtue come; 
Thou better Name than wife ! wou'dſt thou not bluſh [. Embrace.'*- 
To huga coward thus ? q 

Priam. Yet ſtill fear ! 

| Andro. There ſpoke a woman, pardon Royal Sir ; .. 
Has he not met athouſand lifted Swordgy,, 3 + 
Of thickrank'd Greeians, and ſhall one affright him 2. 
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There's not a day but he encaunters Armies ; 


And yet as ſafe, vs if the broad brim'd Shield 
That Pallas wears, were held *rwixt him and death. 


Heft. Thou knowſt me well ; and thon ſhalt praiſe me 

. Gods make me worthy of thee ! Rake proj : "oY 
Andro. You ſhall be 

'My Knight this day, you ſhall not wear a cauſe 

. So black as Hellensrape upon yaur breaſt, 

Let Paris fight for Helter; guilt for guilt, 

But when you fight for Honour and for me, 

'Then let our equal Gods beholdan Ac, 

They may not bluſh to Crown. 


Hett. eAneas go. | 
And bearmy Challenge to:the Grecian Camp, 
If there be one nn the beſt of Greece, 
Who holds his honour bigher ther his eaſe, 
Who knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
Who loves his Miſtreſs morethen-in confeſſion : 
Anddares avow her beauty and her worth, 
In other Arms then hers ; to him this Challenge. 
Lhavea Lady of moretruth and-beauty, 
Then ever Greek did compaſs in his arms : 
And will to morrow, with the Trumpets call, 
Mid-way, between their Tents, and theſe our Walls, 
Maintains what I have faid, if any come 
My Sword ſhall honour him, if none thall dare, 
Then ſhall I ſay at myreturn to Troy, 
The Grecian dames, are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Lance. 

'eEnecas. It ſhall be told 'em, 

As boldly as you gave it. 


Priam. Heav*n protect thee. [© Exennt Omnes, 


SCENE II. 


;Pandarus, Creſſida. 


Ne IN yonr He ! there ſtands, he, with fuch a 
look, and ſuxch a face, and ſuch begging eyes; there he ſtands 
Geſſi. What adelpge of watdsdo you. pour. out Uncle, to fay juſt 
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Pand, Nothing do youcall it, is that nothing,do you call it nothing 
why he looks for allthe World, like one of your raſeally Malefattony 
juſt thrown off the Gibbet, with his cap down, his arms ty'd down, 

is feet ſptunting, his body ſwinging, nothing do you call it ? this is 
nothing with a vengeance. is 


Creſſi. Or, what think youof a hurt bird, that flutters-about with a - 


droken wing ? 


Pand. Why [0 to then, he cannot fly away then, then,that's certain, . 


that's undoubted: there he lies to be taken up : but if you had ſeen him, 
when I faid to him, take a good heart man, and follow me : and fear 


no colours, and ſpeak your mind man : ſhe can never ſtand you : ſhe - 


will fall, and 'twere a leaf in Autumn. 

 Oeſs. Did you tell him all this without my conſent ? | 
Pand. Why you did conſent, your eyes conſented ; they blab'd, they 

leerd, their very corners blabb'd. But yowll fay your tongue ſayd no- 


thing. No warrant it: your tongue was wiſer ; your tongue was bet- 
ter bred : your tohgue kept its own counſell: Nay,!'le ſay that for you, 


your tongue ſaydnothing. Well ſuch a ſhamefac'd couple did [ never. 


ſee days o' my life: ſo fraid of one another; ſuch ado to bring yon 
tothe buſineſs: well if this job were well over, if ever 1 loſe my pains 
again wtth an awkard couple, let me be painted in the ſigne-polt for 


the Labour in vain : fye upon't, fye upon't; there's no conſcierce in't : : 


all honeſt people will cry ſhame ot. 


Greſs. Where is this Monſter tobe ſhown ? what's to be given for a 


ſight of him ? 


Pand Why ready money, ready money ; you carry it about you : : 


give and take is ſquare-dealing ; for in my conſcience he's as errant a 


maid as you are: 1 was fain to uſe violenceto him, to pull him hither: : 


and he ws and I pulFd: © for you muſt know he's abſolutely the 


ſtronge | 
Paris into'ther, and 


two Mop 
Was a os you. 


'd*em at one another at arms-end,and *twere 


Creſſi. For theſe good procuring Offices you'l be damn'd one day 


Uncle. 


Parnd, Who I damn'd ? faith Idoubt 1 ſhall : by my troth T thinkI 
ſtall, nay if a man'be damn'd for doing good, as thou faiſt, it may go 


hard with me. 


Creſſi. Then Ple not ſee Prince Treilus, 1'le not be acceſſary to your - 


damnation. | 


P4id. 'How, not ſee Prince Troilas? 'Why Þ have engag'd, I have : 
promis'd, Ne od my word, I care notfor damning, let ine alone : 
rallne 


Tor damning; not damning in compariſon with my word. If I 


antdarivditſhallbe 2 good Yarmnmg to: thee girl, thou-ſhalr be my 


youth in T rey : to*ther day he took Hellen in one hand, and | 
anc 


ts: there was a back, there were bone and Sinnews; there - 


heir, , 
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cheir, come 'tis a virtuous girl, thou ſh alt help me to keep my word, 
thou ſhalt ſee Prince Treas. 

Ceſſi. The ventures great. 

Pand. No venture in the World, thy Mother ventur'd it for thee, 
and thou ſhalt venture it for my little Couſin that muſt be. 

Ceſ. Weigh but my fears, Prince Troilus is young. —- 


Pand. Marry is he, there's no fearin that I hope, the fear were if 
he were old and feeble. 

Creſſi. And Ia woman. 

Pand. No fear yet, thouart a Woman, and he's a Man, put them 
two together, put 'em together. 

(freſſs. And if I ſhou'd be frail. — 

Pand. There's all my fear that thou art not frail : thou ſhou'dſt be 
frail, all fleſhis frail. | 


Creſſi. Are you my Uncle, and-can give this counſel to your own 
-Brothers daughter. 

Pand. If thou wert my own daughter a thouſand times over, I cou'd 
do no better for thee, what wou'd(t thou have girl, he's a Prince and 
a young Prince, and a loving young Prince ! an Uncle doit thou call 
me, by Cypd lam a father to thee; get thee in, get thee in girl, 1 
-hear him coming. And do you hear Neice ! I give you leave, 

| [Eeit Creſſida. 

to deny a little *rwill be decent : but take heed of obſtinacy, that's a 
vice; no obitinacy my dear Niece. 


Enter Troylus. 
Troil. Now Ta'darus. 


Pand. Now,my ſweet Prince! have you ſen my Niece ? nol know 
you have not. 

Troy'as : No 7andarus; | ſtalk about your doors 
Like a ſtrange Sor! unon the ſtygian banks 
Sraying for waftaye : O be thou my Charon, 
And eive me aſwitt rraniportanee to Elyſcum, 
And tly with me to Greſſidz. 

Pand. Walk here a moment more : Ple bring her fraight. - 

T7011. I fear ſhe will not come : molt ſure ſhe will not. 
.  Pand, How not come, andlI her Uncle! whyl tell you Prince, ſh£ 
twitters at you. Ah poor ſweet Rogue, ahlittle Rogue, now does ſhe 
think, and think, and think again of what mult be betwixt you two. 
Oh ſweet, —oh ſweet—O——what not come, and | her Uncle ? 
- Troil. Still thon flatter'ſt me ; but prithee flatter ſtill ; for I wou'd 
hope ; I wou'd not wake out of my plealing dream : oh hope how ſiveet 
thou art ! butto hope always, and have noeffect of what we hope / 
-  Pand. Oh faint heart, faint heart ! well there's muck good matter 
ia theſe old proverbs! No, ſhe'll not come 1 warrant hex ; ſhe bn no 

blo 
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blood of mine in her, not ſo muchas will fill a flea: but if ſhe does not 
come, and come, and come with a ſwing into your arms, 1 fay no 
more, but ſhe has renounc'd all grace, and there's an end, 

Troil. 1 will believe thee : go then, but be ſure : 

Pand. No, you wou'd not have me go; you are indifferent : ſhall I 
go ſay you: ſpeak the word then :—yet | care not : you may ſtand in 

| = on light ; and loſe a ſweet young Ladies heart : well, [ ſhall not 
tnen : | 
PT rol, Fly, fly, thou tortnr*ſt me. 

Pard. Dol lo, do ſo! dol torture you indeed ! well I will go. 

Troil. But yet thou doſt not go ? | 

Pand. | go immediately, directly, in a twinkling, with a'tbought. 
yet you think a man never does enough for you: i have been laborrr- 
ing in your buſineſs like any Moyle. i was with Prince Paris this morn- 
ing, to make your excuſe at night for not ſupping at Court: and | 
found him, faith how do you thiak I found him ; it does my heart good 
totnink how I found him: yet you think a man never does enough for 
you. | 

Treuil. Will you go then, what's this to Creſſida ? 

Panda, Why you will not hear a Man ; what's this to Creſſida? why | 
found him abed, abed with H«liena by my troth : 'tisa ſweet Queen, 
a ſweet Queen, a very ſweet Queen ;—but ſhe's nothing to my Con- 
ſin Creſſida ;, ſhe's a blowſe, a giptie, a Tawney-moor to my Couſin 
Creſſida: And ſhe lay witii one white arm underneath the whorſons 
neck : oh ſuch a white, lilly whire, round, plump arm it was—and 
you muſt know it was ſtript up to th'elbows: and ſhe did fo kiſſe him, 
and fo huggle him:—as who ſhou'd ſay — 

Troil. But ſtill thou ſtay*ſt: what's this to Creſſida ? 

Parnd. Why I made your cxcu'e to your Brother Paris; that I think's 
to Creſſida; but ſuch an arm, ſuch a hand, ſuch taper fingers, tother 
hand was under the bed-cloaths, that I ſaw not, I confels, that hand 
I ſaw not. | 

Troil. Again thou torturlt me. 

Pand. Nay | was tortur'd too; old as I am, | wastortur'd too: but 
for all that, I cou'd make a ſhift, to make him, to make your excuſe, 
to make your father ;-—by ove when | think of that hand, I am ſo 
raviſh'd, that I know not what 1 fay : I was tortur'd too. 

{ Troilus turns away diſcontented. 

Well!go, I go; I fetch her, I bring her, 1 conduct her : not come 
quoth a, and | her Uncle / Exit Pandarus. 

Troilus. Im'e giddy ; expeCtation whirls me round : 

The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 

That it enchants my ſence ; what will it be 

When | ſhall taſte that NeCtar ? 

It guſt be either death, or joy too fine | 
_ D For 


For the city of human powers. 5 aol 
"Iftar Spar and [do Four beſale, | 
That I ſhall loſe diſtinCtion in. my joys :- 
As does a battle, when they charge on heaps. 
A. flying Enemy. . 
Re-enter Pandarus. | 

Pad. She's making her ready: ſhe'll come ſtraiglit:, you muſt be 
witty now ; ſhe does fo bluſh, and fetches her breath ſo ſhort, as if 
ſhe were frighted with a ſpright : *tis the prettieſt villain, ſhe fetches 
her breath ſo ſhort, as'twere a new ta'ne Sparrow. 

Troil. Juſt ſuch a paſſion, does heave up my breaſt ! 
My heart beats thicker than a feavouriſh pulſe : 
I know not where i am, nor what 1 do : 
Juſt like a ſlave, at unawares encountring 
Theeye of Majelty :——Leade on, Ple follow. 
Exeunt together, 


SCENE IL The Camp. 


Neſtor, Ulyſſes. 

Ulyſs. 1 have conceiv'd an embryo in my brain: - 
Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Neſt. What is't, Ulyſſes ? 

Ulyſs. The feeded pride, 
That has to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt ornow be cropt, 
Or ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like 11}, 
Toovertop us all. 

Neſt. That's my opinion.. 

Uliſs. This challenge which ereas brings from Hetter,. 
However it be ſpred in general terms, 
Relates in purpoſe only to. Achilles. 
And will it wake him to the anſwer think you ? 

Neft. It ought to do : whom can we elſe oppoſe 
Whocou'd from Hettor bring his honour off, 
If not Achilles ? the Succeſſe of this | 
Although particular, will give an Omen 
Of good or-bad, -ev*n to the general cauſe. 

Uly/s. Pardon me Neſtor, if I contradict you. 
Therefore 'tis-fit Achilles meet not Heftor. 
Let us like Merchants ſhow our courſeſt wares, 
And think perchance they'11fell : but if they do mot. 
The luſtre of our better yet unſhown "2 ih 
Wal hoy the better; Ict us not cenkat.. 
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Our greateſt warriour ſhou'd'be match'd with Meter! 
For both our honour and our ſhame in this, | 
Shall be attended with ſtrange followers. 
Neſt. 1 ſee em not with my old eyes; what are they? 
Ulys. What glory our Achilles gains from Heftor, 
Were he not proud we all ſhould ſhare with him: 
But he already is too inſolent : 
And we had better parch in ck Sun 
Than in his pride, ſhou'd he ſcape Heftor fair. - 
But grant he ſhou'd be foyl'd 
Why thenour common reputation ſuffers, 
In that of our beſt Man : No, make a Lottery ; 
And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw 
The chance to fight with Hettor : among our ſelves 
Give him allowance as the braver Man ; 
For that will phyſick the great Myrmidon, 
Who ſivells with loud applauſe; and make him fall 
His Creſt, if brainleſs 4jax come ſafe off. 
If not, we yet prelerve a fair opinion, 
That we have better men. 
Neſt. Now | begin to reliſh thy advice: 
Come let us go to eAgamemnen ſtraight, 
T* inform him of our project, 
Ulyſs. 'Tis not ripe. 
The $kilfull Surgeon will not lanch a fore 
Till Nature has digeſted and prepar'd 
The growing humours to his healing purpoſe. 
Elſe muſt he often grieve the patients ſence, 
When one inciſion once well-time'd wou'd ſerve : 
Are not eAchilles, and dull Ajax friends ? 
Neſt. As much as fools can be. 
Ulyſs. That knot of friendſhip firſt muſt be unty'd 
Ere wecan reach our ends ; for while they loveeach other 
Both hating us, will draw too itrong a byaſle, 
And all the Camp will lean that way they draw : 
For brutall courage is the Soldiers Idol! : 
So, if one prove contemptuous, back'd by to'ther, 
*Twill give the law to cool and ſober ſence, 
And place the power of war in Mad-mens hands. 
Neſt. Now | conceive you; were they once divided, 
And one of them made ours, that one would check 
The others towring growth; and keep both low, 
"——7$1=5---o 
m y ſecret  -.---..., | 
Blomgiin their breſt: 0 EE 
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Great actions weigh'd of each : and each the beſt, 
As we ſhall give hint voice. 
Ulyſs. Here comes Therſites. 


Enter Therſites. 


Who feeds on Ajax: yet loves him not, becauſe he cannot love. 
But as a Spectes, differing from mankinde, 
Hits all he ſees; andrails at all he knows; 
But hates them moſt, from-whom he moſt receives.. 
Diſdaining that his lot ſhou'd be ſo low. * 
That he ſhou'd want the kindene(s which he takes. 
eſt. There's none fo fit an Engine :. Save ye. Therſites:. 
Ulyſs. Hayl noble Grecian, Thou relief of toyls, 
Soul of our mirth, and joy of ſullen war. 
In whoſe converſe our winter-nights are ſhort, 
And Summer-days not tedious. 
Therſ. Hang you both. 
Neſt. How. hang us bath ! 
Therſ. But hang thee firſt, thou very reverend fool ! 
/ Thou fapleſs Oke, that liv'ſt by wanting thought. 
And now 1n thy three hundreth year repi'(t 
Thou ſhould'ſt be felPd : hanging's a civil death, 
The death of men : thou canlt not hang : thy trunk 
Is only fit for gatlows to hang others. 
Neſt. A fine greeting. 
Therſ. A fine old Dotard, to repine at hat2!nz 
At ſuch an Age ! what ſaw the Gods in thee 
That a Cock- Sparrow ſhou'd bur live three years, 
And thou ſhoud'it laſt three Ages! he's thy beiter;_ 
He uſes life : he treads himſelf ro.death. 
Thou haſt forgot thy uſe ſome hdndred years : 
Thou ſtump of Man, thou worn-ont broom : thon lumber. 
Neſt. Vie hear no more of him, his poyſou works ; 
What curſe me for my age ! | | 
Ulyſs. Hold, you miſtake him, Nefor ;, "tis. his cuſtome :: 
What malice is there in a mirthfull ſcene ! 
'Tis but a keen-edg'd Swozd, ſpread o're with balme 
To heal the wonnd it makes :_ 2 
Therſ. Thou beg'ſt a curſe!  _- g 
May'ſt thou quit; ſcores then, ' and be hang?d on Neſtor, 
Who hangs on thee: thou lead'ſt him by thi noſe : 
Thou prE him likea, puppet, > ſpeaFIt within him, 
And when thou haſt cofitriv'd"faine d rk deſign _ 


To looſe a thoufand Greeks, m {Lk Fr th a 
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And mak'ſt him hatch it : teacheſt his remembrance 
Tolye; and fay, the like of it was praftizd 
Two hundred years ago ;, thou bring'ſt the brain 
And he brings only beard to vouch thy plots ; 
Neſt' V'me no mans fool. 
Therſ. Then be thy own, that's worſe. 
Neſt. He'll rail all day. 
Ulyſs. Then we ſhall tearn all day. 
Who forms the body to a gracefull carriage 
Muſt imitate our awkard motions lirlt ; 
The ſame preſcription does the wiſe Therſites 
Apply to mend our minds. The fame he uſes 
To 4jax, to Achilles ;, to the reſt ; 
His Satyrs are the phyfick of the Camp. | 
Therſ. Wou'd they were poyſonto't, - Rats-bane and Hemlock * 
Nothing elſe can mend you ; and thoſe two brawny fools. 
Ulyſs. He hits em right ; 
Are they not ſuch my Neſtor ? 
Thers. Dolt-heads, Alles. 
And be:ſtsof burtheu ; Ajax and Achilles 
The pillars, no, the porters of the war. 
Hard-headed Rogues ! Engines, meer wooden Engines, - 
Puſh'd on to do your work. 
Neſt. They are indeed. 
Therſ.' But what a Rogue art thou 
To ſay they are indeed : : Heaven -matle e,m horſes 
And thou pur'it on their barneſſe : rid*(t and ſpur'it e'm - 
Uſurp'ſt upon heav*ns fools, and mak'ſt em thine. 
Neſt. No: they are headitrong fools to be corrected 
By none but by Therſies: thou alone 
Canſt tame, and train e*m to their proper uſe ; 
And doing this mayſt claim a juſt reward 
From Greece, and Royall eAzamemnens hands. 
Therſ.” Ay, when you need a man, you talk of giving ; 
For wit's a*dear commodity among yon: 
But when you do not want him, then ſtale porridge, 
A ſtarv'd dog wor'd not lap; and furrow water : 
Is all the wine we taſte, give drabs and pimps : 
lle have no gifts with hooks at.end of e'm: 
Ulyſs. 'sthis a Man, O N:ftor to be bought ! 
Aſia's nyt price enough ! bid the world for him. 
And ihal!l this man, this Hermes this Apollo, 
Sitlagg of\Ajzx table ? almoſt minſtrell, 
And with his preſence grace a brainleſs-feaſt ? * 
Why they con ſence from him grow wits by rote, + - © 
NT + 
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*Arid yet, by ill repeating, libal:him ;. | 


Making his wit their nonſene&:  nay:they ſcorn him; 
Call himbought rayler,. meteetary tongue { 
Play him for ſport at meals, and kick him off. 

Thers. Yes they can kick; niy buttocks feel theycan ; 
They have their Aſſes tricks : but Vle eat pebbles, 
He ſtarve; *tis brave to ſtarve, *tis like a Soldier ; 
Before Ple feed thoſe wit-ſtary*d rogues with ſence. 
They ſhall eat dry, and choke for want of wit, 
Ere they be moiſten'd with one drop of mine. 


. Ajax, and Achill:s, two mudd-walls of fool, 


T hat only differ in degrees of thickneſſe. 
Ulyſs. Vdebe reveng'd of both, when wine fumes high, 


- Set e'm to prate, to boaſt their brutall ſtrength, 


To vye their ſtapid courage, till- they quarrel} 


And play at hard-head with their empty Skulls. 


Thers, Yes; they ſhall but and kick ; and allthe while 
He think they kick for me : they ſhall fell timber 


: On both ſides; and then log-wood will be cheap. 


Neſt. And Agamemnon—— 
Thers. Pox of Azamennon ; 


; Cannot I do a milchief for my ſelf 
But he mult thank me for'c ! 


X Ulyſs. to Neſtor. 
Away ; our work is done. | Exeunt Ulyſſes, Neſtor. 
Th-rs. This Azamemnon is a King of clouts : 
A chip in porredge. t 
Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. T hberſites 
Thers. Set up to frighten Daws from Cherry trees. 
Ajaxz Doge ! | 
Thers. A ſtandard to March under / 
eAjax Thou bitch-woolf ! canſt thou not hear / feel then. 
Strihes bum. 
Thers. Theplague of Greece, (and Hellens Pox light on thee, 
Thou mnngril} maſtifie ; thou beef-witted Lord. 
Ajax. Speak then, thou mondy leayen of the Camp. 
Epeak or lle beat thee into-handfomencds, | 
Thirs. 1ſhall ſooner rayle thee; intq-wit «thon canſt kick, canſt thou ? 
A red murrayn on thy Jades tricks! x AOLIP 
Ajax. Tell me the Proclamation: .. 
Thers, Thou art proclaim'd a'fool I think. 


os You whorſon Cur takethat;:. ! ©... © " i Strikes him, 
hers. Thou Scurvy valiant Ae: 5 9067 fo :& 
Ajax caid7 O18 ti 17 _ 
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Thers. Thou Lord! —1, do, do,—wor'dmy buttockswere-Iron 


fi thy fake. 
Enter Achilles. Patroclus. 


Achill. Why how now Ajax ! wherefore do you this? 
How now Ther ſites, what's the matter 'man ! 
Thers. | ſay this Ajax wears his wit in's belly, and his guts in brains. 
Achill. Peace fool. 
Thers. | wou'd have peace ; but the fool will not. 
Prtrocl. But what's the quarrell! ! 
Ajax. 1bad him teil me the proclamation, and he rails pon me. 
Thers. 1ſerve thee not: 


” . I ſhall cut out your tongue! 
ers.” Tis no matter; [ ſhall ſpeak as much ſence.as thon afterwards ? 


Ile ſee you hang'd ere I come any more to your Tent: lle eee where 

theres wir ſtirring, and leave the faction of fools. — [. goin 
Achill. Nay, thou ſhalt not go. Therſites, till we have ſquees'd t 6 

- venome ont of'thee : prithce inform us of this Proclamation. 

Thers. Why you empty fuz- balls, your heads are full of nothing elſe 


but Proclamations. 
Ajax. Tell us the news I fay. 
 Thirs. You ſay! why younever faid any thing in all yourlife! 
But ſince you will kaow, "tis proclam'd through the Army, that Hettoy 


iS to cudgell you to.morrow. 


Achilles. How cudgell him, Therſites ! 
Thers. Nay, you may take a childs part ont if you have fo much con- 


rage, for Hettor has challeng'd the tougheſt of the Greeks : and 'tisin 
diſpute which of your two heads is the ſonndelt timber. 
A knotty piece of work he'll haye betwixt your noddles, 

Achill, If Hettor be to fight with any' Greeke, 
He knows his Man. . 

Ajax. Yes; he mayknow js man, without Art Afagick. 

Thers. So he hadneed: forto my certain knowledge neither of you 
two are conjurers to inform him. 

Achill. to Ajax. You'do not mean your ſelf, fure. 

Ajax. 1 mean nothing 

Thers, Thou mean'ſt ſo always. 

Achill. Umh ! mean nothing! 

Thers, aſide. Fove if it be thy will, lettheſe crakoclogarenl aboutx 
nothing : *tisa cauſe thats worthy: of %em. 

Ajax. You fayd he knew his Man; .is'there but one? 
One Manamonglt the Greeks ? 

Achill. Since Joo Ont WEL tanbets 
butoneto fight with Hrttor, © 2: CFFONN 

_ Hjax, Then | am he ; : 
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Ajax. Weak eAchilles, © | | | \ 
ers, Weak indeed : God help you both ! 
Patroc. Come, this muſt be no quarrel, 
Thers, There's no cauſe fort. 
Patroc. He tells you true; you are both equall 
.:Thers. Fools. 
_ Achill. 1 can brook no compariſons. 
eAjax. Nor |. 
Achill. Well Ajax. 
Ajax. Well Achilles. 
Thers. So now they quarrell in Monoſyllables : A word and a blow, 
and't be thy will. | et I 
..-  Achill. You may hear more. | 
Ajax. | wou'd. 
Achill. Expect, : 
- Farewell, Exeunt ſeverally. 
7/. Curſe on them;they want wine : your trne fool will never fight 
- Withqut it.: Or a draba drab: Ohfor a commodious Drabb betwixt 
'em! wou'd He! had been here! then it had come to ſomething. 
Og Lyons, B1!3, for Females tearand gore : 
And the Bealt Mai , is valiant for his whore. Exit Therſites. 


AC THE SCENE I. 


Enter Therſites. 

Therſ. C Hall the [diot Ajax uſe me thus! he beats me andlI rail at him: 
So worthy fatisfation / wou'd | cou'd beat him, and he rail'd 
ame ! Then there's Achilles, a rare Engineer-: if Troy be not taken till 
two undermine it, the walls willſtand till they tall of themſelves : 
Now the Plague on the whole Camp, or rather the Pox : for that's a 
curſe dependent on thoſe that fight as we do for a Cuckolds queen. — 

What ho, my Lord eAchilles. | | : 

Enter Patrochus. OR OLI 
Patroc. Who's there, Therſites! Good Therſites come in and rail. 

+, T hers. aſide. '\f cou'd have.remembred an Aſſe with gilt trappings, 


i 


"thou hadſt not lip'd out of my contemp/ation, | But *tis. no matter z thy 
ſelf upon thy fell: the common curſe of mankiud, folly and ignorance 
be thine in great abundance : Heavens bleſſe thee from a Tutor ; and 
diſcipline come not near thee. ot oat macet do Moto. 

[ have aid my prayers ; and the devil Envyfay Amen. - .........; 
Where's Achilles ! of ie Teil Dont 
; od : _ Emer 


(25) 
Enter Achilles, 


Who's there Therſies ! why my digeſtion, why haſt thou not fery'd 
thy ſelf to my table, ſo many meals! come begin what's Agamennon? 
_— Thy Commander, Achilles : then tell me Pawroclss, what's 

les ? 

--_ Thy Benefaftor Therſies; then tell me prithee what”s thy 


Thers. Thy knower, Patroclss ;, then tell me, Patroclus,what art thon ? 

Patroc. Thou mayſt tell that know'ſt. 

Achill. O,rtell, tell. This muſt be very fooliſh : aud I dye to have 
my ſpleen tickled. 

ers. Ile decline the whole queſtion. Agamemmon commands Achil- 
= _m—_ is my Benefacor, Iam Patroclhus knower ; and Patroclus is 
a 1001. 

Patrec. You Raſcal ? 

Ach:1l. He's a priviledg'd man, proceed Therſites. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
prichce proceed while am in the vein of laughing. 

Therſi. And all theſe foreſaid men are fools : eAgamemnor's a fool 
to offer to command Achilles : Achilles isa fool to be commanded by 
him, Iam a fool to ſerve ſuch a fool, and Patreclus is a fool poſitive. 

Patroc, Why am 1 a fool ? 

Therſi. Make that demand to Heaven, it ſuffices me thou art one. 

Achill. Ha, ha, ha! O give me ribs of ſteel, or I ſhall ſplit with 
pleaſure: now play me Neſtor at a Night alarm: Mimick him rarely, 
make him cough and ſpet, and fumble with his gorget, and ſhake the 
rivits with his palſey hand ; in and out, in and out, gad that's exceed- 
ing fooliſh. 

Patroc. N:/tor ſhall not ſcape fo, he has told us what we are; come 
what's Neſtor ? 

Therſs. Why he's an old wooden top, ſet up by father Time three 
hundred years ago, that humsto Agamemnon and Ulyſſes, and ſleeps to 
all the world beiides. : 

Acbill. So let him ſl:ep for le no more of him : O my Patroclus, I 
but forcea ſmile, Ajax has drawn the lot, and all the praiſe of Hefor 
muſt be his. 

Therſi. 1 hopeto ſee his praiſe upon his ſhoulders, in blows and 
bruiſes, his arms, thighs, and body, all full offame; ſuch fame as he 
gave me, and a wide hole at lalt full in his boſome, to let in day upon 
him, and diſcover the inſide of a fool. 

Patroc. How he ſtruts in expeCtation of honour ! he knows not 
what he does. 

Therſs. Nay that's no wonder, for he never did. 

Achil. Prithee ſay bow he behaves himſelf ? | 

:Therſs. O you would be —_ practice, againſt ſuch ar" 
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time.—Why he toſſes up his head as he. had built Caſtles ith' ayr : 
and he treads upwardto 'em, Far bud th' Element, he ſurveys - of, 
ſelf, as*twere tolook for efjax: he wou'd becry'd, for: be has loſt 
himſelf, nay he knows no body; 1 faid good morrow e4ax, and he 

Achill. Thou Fay be my Ambaſſador to him Therſtes, (.t 

Therfi. No, | le put on his. perſon, let Patrochs make his demands 
to me, and you ſhall ſee the pagrane of Ajax. SIE 
- Achill; To him Parreclus, tell him 1 humbly defice the valiant Ajax 
to invite the Noble Hefor to my Tent: and to procure fafe condut 
for him from qur Captain General Agamennon. © 

Patroc.. Fove bleſs the mighty Ajax ! 

Therſi, Humh !. 

Patroc, 1 come fram the great Achilles. 

Therſi. Ha ! 

Patroc. Who moſt humbly defires you to invite Hefor to his Tent. 

Patroc. And to procure him fafe conduct from ,Agamenmon. 

Therſi. Agamennon ! 

Patroc. 1, my Lord. 

Therſi. Ha | 

Patro. What ſay you to't ? 

Therſi. Farewell with all my heart. 

Patroc. Youranſwer Sir! 

Therſi, |f to morrow be a fair day, by eleven a clock it will go 
one way or tother, howeyer he ſhall buy me dearly, fare you well with 
all my heart. 

Achill. Why but he is not in this tune is he ? 

Therſi. No, but be's thus out of tune, what Muſick will be in him 
when Heftor has knocked out his brains I know not, nor I care not , 
but.if emptineſs makes noiſe, his head will make melody. 

- Acbill. My minde is troubled like a Fountain ltir'd : 
Andl my ſelf ſee not the bottom on't. 

' Therfs: Wou'd the Fountain of his minde were clear; that he might 
ſeean Aſtin't. { Afade. JI had rather bea tick in a ſheep, than ſuch a 
valiant ignorance. 


EY Enter. Agamemnon, Ajax, Diomedes, Menelans. 


'' Patree, Look who.comes here. 
Achill. Patroclus, Vie ſpeak with no body, come in afrer me Therſies. 
Apam. Where's Achilles - /.\,. [Exemnt Acflill. Therlites. 
Patrro. Within, but ill diſpos'd my Lord. : 
eFenel. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent. | 
Agar... Let it be known'te himthat we are here, | + 
6 ” 
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Dior. 1 know he is notfick; | J 
Ajax. Yes, Lyon ſick, ſickof a proud heart, you may call it melan- 
choly if yo'll humour him : but on my honour tis no more than pride: 
aud why ſhou'd he be proud ? | 
Menel. Here comes Patroclus ; but no «Achilles with him. 
Enter Pattoclus. 
Patroc. Achilles bids me tell you he is { 
If any thing more than your ſport and _=_ ure 
Did move you to this viſit : he's not well, 
And begs you wou'd excuſe him, as unfit 
For prelent buſineſs. 
Agam. How ! how's this Patroclus ? 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers. 
Though he has much deſert, yet all his vertues 
Doin our eyes begin to loſe their gloſs. 
We came to ſpeak with him ; you ſhall not erre 
If you return we think him over-proud 
And under-honeſt. Tell him this; and adde, 
That if he over-hold his price ſomuch 
We'll noneof him: but let him like an Engine 
Not portable, lye lagg of all the Camp. 
A ſtirring Dwarf is of more uſe to us 
Then is a ſleeping Gyant : tell himſo. 
Patroc. | ſhall ; and bring his anſwer preſently. 
Agam. ['le not be fatisf*d but by himſelf. 
ell him, Menelaxs. Exeunt Menelans. Patroclas. 
Ajax. What's he more than another ? 
Agam. No more than what he{thinks himſelf. 
Ajax. 1s he ſo much  doyou not think he thinks himſelf a better 
Man than me ? ahh | 
Diom. No doubt he does. 
Ajax. Do you think fo ? 
Agam. No, noble Ajax; you areas ſtrong, as valiant; but muck 
more conrteous. 
Ajax. Why ſhou'd a man be proud? [know not what pride is : I hate 
a proud man as 1 hate the ingendring of toads. 
Diom. Aſide. 'Tis ſtrange he ſhould ; andlove himſelf fo well. 
Re-enter Menel. 
Men. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. 
Agam. What's his excuſe ? 
Men. Why he relies on none 
But his own will ; poſleft he is with my : 
What ſhou'dI ſay, he is ſoplaguy pro 
That the death tokens of it are upon him 
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Emer Ulyſſes, Nettor.. 
Agam. Let Ajaxgoto him. 
UViyf.:--O Agamennon, let it not be ſo. 
Well conſecrate the ſteps that 4jax-makes 
When they go from eAchilles: ſhall that proud man 
Be worſhip'd by a greater than himſelf, 
One whom we hold our 1doll ;. 
Suuall 4jax go tohim ? No, 7ove forbid, 
And fay inthunder, go to him eAMecbilles. 
Neſt. CAfide. ] O, this is well ; he rubbs him where it itches.. 
Ajax. \f1 goto him withmy Gantlet clench'd, 
Fle daſh him or*e the face. 
Agam. O no, you ſhall not go. 
eAjax. And'he be proud with me 'le cure his pride : a paltry 
Inſolent fellow ! 
Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelf ? 
Vhſſ. Aſide. The crow chides: blackneſs.-—here is a man, but 'tis- 
before his face, and therefore am ſilent. 
Neſt. Wherefore are you ? He isnot envious as Achilles is, 
Ulyſſ. Know all the world he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A whorſon dogg that ſhall palter thus with us! wou'd a: 
were a Trojan. 
Ulyſ. Thank Heav'n my Lord, youreof a gentle nature, 
Praiſe him that got you; her that brought you. farth ; 
But he who taught you firſt the ufe of Armes, 
Let Mar; divide Eternity in two, | 
And give him half. 1will not praiſe your wiſedome. 
Neſtor ſhall do't ; but pardon father Neſtor, 
Were yau as green as 4jax, and your brain 
Temper'd like his, you never ſhou'd excel him ; 
But be as Ajax 1s. . 
Ajax. Shall | call you father ? 
Ub. 1, my-good Son... 
Diom. Beruld by him Lord Ajax. 
Ulyſ. There is no ſtaying here ; the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket, pleaſe it oor great General. 
I ſhall impart a. counſel, which obſerv'd. 
May cure this Madmans pride. 
Agam. In my own tent, qur.-talk will-be more private. 
Ulyſ. But nothing without Ajax : 
He is the ſoul and ſubſtance of my councels. 
And 1 am but his ſhadow..' .. 1. - 
Ajax. You ſhall ſee | 
lam not like Achilles,  _ .:.: GP 
Let us confer; and T'le give counſel too:  Extunt Onnes. 
wo. _ SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Pandarus,. Troilus, Creſſida. 

Pand. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? ſhame's a babiez 
ſwear the oathes now to her, that you ſwore to me : what are 
you gone again? you muſt be watch'd ere you are made tame muſt 
you? why don't you ſpeak to her firſt /'-—Come draw this Curtain, and 
lets ſee your piCture : alas a day, how loath you are to offend day- 
light !-—( they kiſle ) that's well, that's well, nay you ſhall fight your 
hearts out erel part you.——ſo fo—fo fo— 

Troxl. You have bereft me of all words, fair Creſſida. 

Pand. Words, pay no debts ; give her deeds :—what billing again ! 
here's in witneſs whereof the parties interchangeably — come in, 
come in, you loſe time both. 

Troil. O Creſſida, how often have [ wiſh'd me here ? 

Creſſi. Wiſh'd my Lord !—the Gods grant ! O my Lord. — 

Troil. What ſhou'd they grant ? what makes this pretty interrupti-- 
on in thy words ? 

Creſſi. | ſpeak I knownot what! 

Troil. Speak ever ſo; and if I anſwer you 
I know not what, it ſhews the more of love. 

Love is a child chat talks in broken language, 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. 

Creſs. 1 finde it true, that to be wiſe and love 
Are inconſiſtent things. 

Pand. what bluſhing ſtill, have-you notdone talking yet ! 

Creſs. Well Unkle, what folly I commit, 1 detdcate toyou,. 

Pand. 1 thank you for that: if my Lord get a boyof you, you'l give 
him me. Be true to my Lord, if he flinch Ile be hang'd for him —— 
(Now aml in my kingdome ! [aſide] 

Troil. You know your pledges now , your. Unkles word and my 
firm faith. 

Fand. Nay lle give my word for her too : our kindred are conſtant : 
they are burrs 1 can aſſure you, they'll ſtick where they are thrown. 

Creſs. Boldnelſs comes to me. now, and I can ſpeak: 

Prince Troyl«s, | have 1ov'd you long. 
'  Troil. Why was my Creſſids then ſo hard towin ? 

Geſs. Hard to ſeem wonn ; but Iwas wonn my Lord. 
What have I blabb'd, who will be true to us, 

When weare ſo unfaithfull to our ſelves ! 

O bid me hold my tongue ? for in this rapture 

Sure I ſhall ſpeak what I ſhov'd ſoonrepent, . 

But ſtop my mouth... Na 
> r . 


; ( 30 

'Troil. A ſweet command ; and willingly obey?d. 

Pand. Fretty I faith! | F ;<-9ug ; Chaſer] 
Creſs. My Lord 1 do beſeech you pardonme, * 

*T was not my purpoſe thus to beg a kiſle. 

I amaſham'd: O heavens what have I done !- 

For thts time let me take my leave, my Lord. 


Pand, Leave! and you take leave till to morrow morning, call 
. me Cut. 

Creſs. Pray let me go. 

Troil, Why what offends you, Madam ? 

Creſs. My own company. 

Troil, You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 

Creſs. Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of ſelf refides in you. 


Troil. Oh that Tthought truth chu'dbe in a woman ! 
( As if it can, Iwill preſume in you ) 
That my integrity and faith might meet 
The ſame return from her who has my heart. 
How ſhow'dI be exaltted ! bur alas 
I am more plain then dull ſimplicity! 
And art lefs, as the infancy of truth. 


(Feſs. In thatI muſt got yield to you my Lord. 


Troil, All conſtant Lovers ſhall, in future Ages, 
Approve their truth by Troyl#s : when their verſe 
Wants ſimzles, as turtles to their mates: 

Or true as flowing tides are to the Moon ; 
Earth to the Center : Iron to Adamant : 
At laſt when truth is tir'd with tition ; 
As true as Troylss ſhall ccrown up the verſe, 
And ſanQtify the Numbers. 

Creſs. Prophet may you be / 

If l am falſe , or ſwerve from truth of love, 
When time is old, and has forgot it ſelf, 
Inall thingselfe, let it remember me; 

And after all cO@mpariſons of falſhood 
Toſtabb the heart of perjury in Maids ; 
Let it be ſaidas falſe as Creſſida. 


Pand. Go to, little ones : a bargain made : here I hold your hand,and 
here my Couſins: if ever you prove falſe to one another, after I have 
taken ſuch'pains to bring you together : let all pitifull goers between, 
be call'd to the worlds end after-my name, Pandars. (1 

Oreſs. And will you promiſe that tho holy Prieſt 
Shall make us one forever ! | 


Pand. 


- 
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Pand. Prieſts! marry hang em ! they make you one! yoin, ro i 
—_— your ſelves one wichows a priek : Te have no prieſts vckle | 
my houſe. 
| fs le not conſent unleſs you ſwear. 

| Pand. I, do, do, ſwear; apretty womar's worth an oath at any 
time. Keep or break as time ſhall try ; but *tis good to ſwear, for the 
ſaving of her credit - Hang em ſweet Rogues they never expect a Man 
ſhou'd keep it. Let him but ſwear, and that's all they care for. 


Troil, Heavens proſper me as | devoutly ſwear, 


Never to be but yours. 
Pand. Whereupon I will lead you intoa chamber : and ſuppoſe there 


bea bed in't; as I fack, Iknow not : but you'll forgive me, if there 
be: away, away, you naughty hildings : get ye together, get you to- 
gether. Ah you wags, do you leer indeed at one another / do the 


neyes twinkle at him ! get you together, get you together. 
[© Leads them ont, 


Enoter at one door Xneas with a Torch, at another Hector, 
Diomede with Torches, 


Heft. So ho; who goes there ? Aineas ! 

eAneas. Prince Hettor ! 

Diom. Good morrow Lord e/neas. 

Hett. A valiant Greek, eAneas; take his hand; 
Witneſle the proceſle of your ſpeech within; 
You told how Diomede a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in the field. 

eEneas. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all buſineſs of the gentle truce ; 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Diom. Both one and to'ther, Diomede embraces. . 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and fo, long health; 
But when contention, and occaſion meets, 

By Fove Vle play the hunter for thy life, 

Eneas, And thou ſhalt hunt a Lyou that will fly 
With his face backward : welcome Diomede 
Welcome to Trey : now by Archiſes Soul 
Noman alive can love in ſuch a fort 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Diom. We know eachother well: 

ene. We do; and longto know each other worſe | 
To Het. myLore the King has ſent for me in haſte: : 
Know yout! & , " PFO9Y RE 

Het.” Yes; ' his purpoſe meets you: 

It wastÞ bring this Greek.to Colchas' houſe; 


(32) 
Where Pandarws his Brother, and his Daughter 
Fair Geſſida reſide : and there to render 
For our Anthenor, now redeem'd from priſon, 
The Lady Grefſida: | 
Ene. What ! Has the King reſoly'd to gratifie 
That Traytor Colchos;, who forſook his 
And turn'd to them, by piving up this pledge ? 
_ Hef. Thebitter diſpoſition of the time 
Is ſuch, though Golchos as a fugitive 
Deſerve it not, that we muſt free Anthenor 
Onwhoſe wiſe Counſets, we can moſt rely : 
And therefore C-e/ſida muſt be return'd. 
ene. A word my Lord—{( Your pardon Diomed: ) 
Your Brother Troylus, to my certain knowledg, | 
Docs lodge this night in Paxdarus his houſe : 
Hetft. Goyou before : tell him of our approach 
Which will I fear be much 
Unwelcome to him. 
e/Ene. | afſ'ire you 
Troylus had rather Troy were born to Greece 
Than Geſſida from Troy. 
. Hef. | knowit well: and how heis beſide, 
Of haſty blood : 
/ ene. He will not hear me ſpeak : 
But have noted long betwixt you two 
A more than Brothers love : an awfull homage 
The fiery youth pays to your elder vertue. 
Het. Leaveit to me; Ple manage him alone : 
Attend you Diomede ; My Lord good morrow : [to Diomed. 
An urgent buſineſs rakes me from the pleaſure 
Your company affords me ; but «Anza: 
With joy will undertake to ſerve you here, 
And to ſupply my room. 


e/Eneas tO Diomed. My Lord | wait you. Exemnt ſeverally. 


[ Diomede with ZEneas ; Hector at another door. 
Enter Pandarus: «4 Servant: Muſick, 


Pand. Softly, villain, ſoftly ; I would not for half Troy the Lo- 
=_ _ be diſturb'd under my roof; liſten rogue, liſten, do they 
reathe ? . 
Serv. Yes, Sir, [ hear by ſome certain ſignes, the are both awaken. 
Pand. That's as it ſhou'd be : that's well aboth ſides: [tens] 
Yes faith they are both alive :———there was a creake ! there was a 
creake : they are both alive and alive like z there was acreake : a ha 
boyes !—ls the muſick ready? Fg: FR 


» 


br /. 
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Serv. Shall they ſtrike up Sir! 
Pand.. Art thou ſure they do not know the parties ? 
Serv. They play to the Man in the Moon for ought they know. 
Pand. To the Man in the Moon, ah Rogue! dothey ſo 


indeed Rogue / Iunderſtand, thee-:: thou arta wag ; thou art a wagg. 


Come towze rowze / in the name of love, ſtrike up boys ! 


Muſick. and then Song : during which Tandarus liſtens 
Song.. (An life be a bleſſing, 

_ Or worth the poſſeſſing, 

Can life be a bleſſing if love were away? 

Ah 10 ! though our love all night keep us waking, 

And though he torment us with cares all the day, 

Tet he ſweetens he ſweetens our pains inthe taking, 

There's an hour at the laſt, there*s an hour to repay. 

So 

In every poſſeſſing, 

T he raviſhing bleſſing, 

In every poſſeſſing the fruit of our pain, 

Poor lovers forget long ages of anguiſh, 

Hhate're they have ſuffer d and dene toobtain ; 

*Tus a pleaſure, a pleaſure to ſizh and to languiſp, 

Hhen we ra wa we hope to be happy again. 

Parnd. Put up, and vaniſh; they are coming out ; whata 'ferrup, 


will you play when the dance is done ? 1 fay vanilh. Exit Muſick, 
Peeping. Good Ifaith; good ifarth! what hand in hand!—- 


a fair quarrell, well ended ! do, do, walk him; walk him; A good : 


girl, a diſcreet girl : Iee ſhe'll make the moit of him. 
Enter Troll. and Creſlida. 


Troil. Farewell, my life ! leave me and back to bed : 
Sleep ſeal thoſeprertty eyes; 
And tye thy ſeaces inas ſoft a band - 
As Infants voyd of thought... 


. Pandar. ſhewing himſelf. -How now, how now, how go matters / ' 


hearyou Maid, hear you ; where's my Couſin Greſſida ? 
Creſs. Go hang your ſelf you naughty mocking Unkle : - 
You bring meto doill and then you jeere me! - 


Pand. What ill have I brought you todo? fay what if youdare now! | 


My - g-_ I her coed IP -*O .- TR | 
_ Grefs. Comg, come, beſhrew your heaxt ; you'll neither be good. your 
kelf, nor ſuffer betierg.” AYSE = le WM _ 
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' Pand. Alas poor wench ; alas poor Devil.; haſt not flept tonight ? 
. word anot (a naughty Man ) let it fleep one twinkle! Ah ear 
takehim! 

Knock,within. Creſs. Who's that at doot ? good Uncle go and ſee : 
My Lord come you again into my chamber ! 
You ſmile and mock as if | meant naughtily ! 

Troil. Indeed, indeed ! 

Creſs. Come yare deceiv'd ; Ithink of no ſach thing : 

Knock again. How earneſtly they knock, pray come in : 


I wou'd not for all Troy, you were ſeen here. [Exemm Troil. Creſſide. 
Pand: Who'sthere ! whats the matter ! 


Will you beat down the houſe there ! 


Emer Heor. 


Hef, Good morrow my Lord Pandarns ; good morrow ! | 
Pand. Who's there, Prince Hefor! what news with you ſocarly ? 
Hett. Is not my Brother Tro:lus here ? 

Pand. Here! what ſhou'd he dohere ? 

Hetft. Come he is here my Lord, do not deny him : 

It does import hin much to ſpeak with me. 

Pand. Is he here ſay you ? *tis more than I know, Vle be ſworn ! 
For my own part I came in late !—what ſhou'd he do here ? 

Hett. Come, come you do him wrong ere y'are aware ; you'll be ſo 
true to him, that yowll be falſe to him : you ſhall not know he's kere ;, 
but yet go fetch him hither :—goe. [ Exit Pandarus. 

Enter Troilus. 

Heft. bring you Brother, moſt unwelcome news ; 
But ſince of force you are'to hear it told, 

- -I thought a friend and Brother beſt might tell it : 
Therefore, before | ſpeak, arm well your mind 
And think y”are to be touch'dev'n to the quick ; 
That ſo, prepar'd for ill you may be leſs 

Surpris'd to hear the worſt. | 

Troil. See Hettor, What it is to be your Brother, 

I ſtand prepar'd already. * "vom 

Het. _—_ you are wn _ | 
I know you, Trozlus, , you are hot and fiery : 
You kifldle at a wee by andcatcbit quick 
As ſtubble doc the a oat as 

Troil. *Yis 6f bl 3 = lt Fe 4 o 
And raſhneſs of my youth ; Ft metid that Errour; _.. | 
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And make you hate ev'n me? 
Treil. There can be nothing, 
I love you Brother, with that awful love 
I bear to Heav'n, and to ſuperior vertue, 
And when I quit this love you mult be that 
Which He&or near can be, 
Hef. Remember well 
What yon have faid : for when | claim your promiſe 
I ſhall expect performance. 
Troil. lam taught : 
I will not rage. 
Hetft. Nor grieve beyond a man. 
Troil, 1 won'not be'a woman. 
Hett, Do not Brother : 
And Iwill tell my news, in terms ſo mild, 
So tender, and f fearful to offend 
As Mothers uſe to ſooth their froward Babes ; 
Nay I will ſwear as you have ſworn to me, 
Thar if ſome guſt of paſſion ſiveil your ſoul 
To words intemperate, i will bear with you. 
Troil. What wou'd this pomp of preparation mean ? 
Come you to bring me news of Prie-s death 
Or Hecnba's. 
Hetft. The Gods forbid I ſhou'd : 
But what I bring is nearer you, morecloſe, 
An il] more yours. 
Troil. There is but one that can be. 
Hett.Perhaps 'tisthat. 
Trosl. Ple not ſuſpect my fate 
So far, I know | ſtand poſleſt of thar. 
Hetbt. 'Tis well : conſider at whoſe houſe | inde you.. 
Troil, Ha! 
Hetft. Does it ſtart you ! I muſt wake yon more : 
Anthenor is exchang'd. 
Treil. For whqm. 
Heft. Imagine. 
Troil. It comes like thunder bling in a cloud, 
Before the dreadfull break : if here it fall, 
The ſubtile flame will lick up all my blood, 
And in a moment turn my heart to aſhes. 
Hetft. That Creſſida for eAnthenor is exchang'd 
Becauſe | knew 'twas harſh I wop'd not tell; 
Not all at once; but by CI 
Tet it in, leſtit might ——_— $21; 
And quite orepower your Soul; inthis Ithink - 52 
re” 
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I ſhow'd a friend : your part mult follow next: * ' 
Which is, ro curb your choler, tame yout grief, 
And bear it like a man. 

Tre. 1 think! do 
Thar 1 yet live to hear you : but no more: 

Hope for nomore: for ſhou'd ſome Goddeſs offer 
To give her ſelf and all her Heaven in change, 
I wou'd not part with Geſida: ſoreturn 
This anſwer as my laſt. 
Hett. 'T'will not be taken: 
Nor will | bear ſuch news. 

'Troil. You bore me worſe. 

Hett. Worſe for your ſelf; not. for the general ſtate, 
And all our common fafety, wlitch depends 
On free*d Anthenors wiſdome. | 

Troil. Yon wou'd fay 
That I'm the Man mark'd 9ut to beunhappy ; 

And made the publick Sacrifice for Troy. 

Hef. 1 wou'd fay fo indeed : for can you finde 
A fate more glorious than tobe that victime ? 

If parting from a Miſtriſs can procure 
A Nations happineſs, ſhow me that Prince 
Who dares to truſt his future fame ſo farr 
To ſtand the ſhock of Annals, blotted thus 
He ſold his Country for a womans love? 

Troil. O, ſhe*s my life, my being, and my Soul ! 

Hetft, Suppoſe ſhe were, which yet I will not grant, 
You ought to give her up. 

Troil. For whom ! 

Hef. The publick. 

Troil. And what are they thatlI ſhou'd give up her - 
To make them happy ? !et me tell you Brother, 
The publick, is the Lees of vulgar flaves : 

Slaves, with the minds of {laves : ſo born, ſo bred : 
Yet ſuch as theſe united in a herd | 

Are call'd the publique : Millions of ſuch Cyphers 
Make up the publique ſum : an Eagles life 

Is worth a world of Crows : are Princes made 

For ſuch as theſe, who, wcre one Soul extracted 
From all their beings, cou'd not raiſe a Man.-— 

Heft. And what are we, but for ſuch men as theſe ? 
'Tis adoration, ſome ſay makes a: God ;;,. - 

And who ſhou'd pay it, wheve wou'd be their Altars 
Were no inferiour creatures here on:Earth ?'- + - *- / 
Ev'n thoſe who ſerve have their expeCtancegy 
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Degrees of _—_—_ which they muſt ſhare, 
Or they'll refuſe to ſerve us. 

Troll. Let e'm have it. 
Let e*m eat, drink and ſleep ; the only uſe 
They have of life : 

Hef4. You take all theſe away, 
Unleſs you give up Creſſids. 

Troil. Forbear ; 
Let I aris give up Hellen : fhe's the cauſe, 
And root of all this miſchief. 

He#. Your own ſuffrage 
Condemns youthere : you voted for her ſtay. 

Troil. If one muſt ſtay, the other ſha'not go. 

Hetft. She ſha*not? 

Troil. Once again, I ſay ſhe ſhall not. 

Hett. Our Father has decree*d it otherwiſe. 

Troil. No matter. 

Hett. How! no matter Troylus ? 
A King, and. fathers will! 

Troil, When 'tis unjuſt. 

Hetft. Come ſhe ſhall go. 

Toi. She ſhali ? then Iam dar'd. 

Heft. If nothing elſe will do. 

Troil. Anſwer me firſt ; 
And then lle anſwer that: be ſure I wHl ; 
Whoſe hand ſeal'd this exchange? 

Heft. My Fathers firſt ; 
Then all the Council's aſter. 

Troil. Was yours there? 

Hef. Mine was there too. 

Troil. Then you'r no more my friend : 
And for your ſake now mark me what I ſay, 

She ſhall not go. 

Heft. Goto, you are a boy. | 

Troil. A Boy! in'e glad 1 am not ſuch a Man, 
Not ſuch as thou; a traytor to thy Brother : 
Nay more, thy friend : but friend's a Sacred name, 
Which none but brave and honeſt men ſhou'd wear 
In thee *tis vile ; *tis proſtitute: 'tis Ayr ; 
And thus I puffe it from me. 

Hett. Well, young Man, 
Since Pme no friend ( and ohthat ere 1 was 
To one ſo far unworthy.) bring her out, 
Or by our Fathers Soul, of which no part 
Did ere deſcend to thee, Le force her hence. 


« 


Treik, 


C(38F/ 
Ted. Thmgh at thee. e'> ot 1s © Aden 
Heft. Thou dar'ſt not. . Y 
- T1 _ L_ more, 
urg'd beyond my tem rove my daring,. 
Andie which of A booths i_ hare. * 
Of our great Fathers Soul. | 
Hetft. No more, thou knowſt me. . 
Troil. Ido, and know my ſelf. 
Hett. All this ye Gods, 
And tor the Daughter of a ce: 
A Traytorto his Country! 


Troil. *Tis too much. . ..'-- ---; 
Hett. By Heaven too little ; for I think her comman; . 
Troil. How, Common ! 
Het. Common as the tainted ſhambles, 
Or as the duſt we tread. 
Troil. By.Heaven as chaſte as thy Andromache. / 


Hector lays his bard on Troylns his 4m ;; 
and T roytys does the ſame to him. 


Heft. What ! namſt thou them together / 
Troil. No; Ido not: 

For {Feſſida is firſt > as chaſte as he, 

But much more fair. 


Hef. O patience, patience, Sven ' 

Thou tempr'It me ſtrangely : ſhou'd I kill thee now, 
I know not if the Gods can be offended 

Or think ſlew a Brother; but be gone, 

Be gone, or | ſhall ſhake thee into Atomes: 

Thou know*{tlcan. 

Troil. 1 care not if you coufd.\ 

Hett. walking off. 1thank ye Gods for calling to my minde: 
My promiſe that no words of thine ſhou'd urge me, 
Beyond the bounds of reaſon + But in thee 

"Twas brutall baſeneſs, fo forewarn'd to-fall ' 
Beneath the name of (an © to:fparn my kindneſs ;. 
And when ioffer'd thes( vhoutnowſt how loth / ) - 
The wholſome bitter cup o? friendly counfel 
To daſh it in my face: farewel, farewel. 
Ungratefull as thou art : hereafter uſe 
The name of Brother ; but of-ffend no more.” Temp 6n:' 


Treil. Wilt thou not break yet ticart? 0x. Pr, fo. 
I promis'd too, but | have bro! E| W;, 


Ayd yen keep yours too well.” 


HeB. . 
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Heft, What wouldif/thou more ? _ , 
Take heed, young man how you toofar provoke me! 
For Heaven can witneſs tis with much conſtraint 
That I preſerve my faith. 
Troil. Elſe you wou'd kill me ; 
Hetft. By all the Gods I w 
Troil. Pme fatish'd. OT .. 
You have condemn'd me, and lle do't my ſelf ; 
What's life to him, who has no uſe of life? - 
A barren purchaſe, held upon hard terms! 
For I have loſt ( oh what have 1 not loſt ! ) 
The faireft, deareſt, kindelt of her Sex, 
And loſt her ev'n by him, by him, ye Gods, 
Who only cou'd; andonly ſhou'd protect me ! 
Andifl had a joy beyond that love, 
A friend, have loſt him too! 
Hef. Speak that again: 
( For 1 cou'd hear it ever :) faidit thou not 
That if thou hadſt a joy beyond that love 
It was a friend ? O faydit thon'not a friend ! 
That doubting if was kinde ; then. thou'rt divided ; 
And1 haveſtill ſome part, 
Troil. If ſtill you have 
You do not care to have it. 
He«#, How, not care ! 
Troil. No, Brother, care not. 
Heft. Am I but thy Brother !. 
Trovl. You told mel muſt call-yoy friend no more. 
Hett. How far my words were diſtant from my heart ! 
Know when 1 told thee ſo i lov'd thee moſt. 
Alas /it is the uſe of human frailty 
To fly to worſt extremities with thoſe 
To whom we moſt are kind, © -—=——-- 
Troil. Is't poſſible ! 
Then you are ſtill my friend ! 
Hef. Heaven knows I am ! 


Troil. And can forgive the Sallies of my paſſion ? 
For I have been too blame : oh much too b : 
Have faid ſuch words,nay done ſuch ations too, 
( Baſe as am ) that my aw'd, conſcious Soul 
T7 in my nor dare I lift an eye 
him I have offended. 
Heft, Peace be to thee 
And calmneſgever there. I blame thee not : y 


_— Sy 
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Iknow thou lov'ſt ; and what can love not do! | 
Icaſt the wild -diforderly acconnt | 
Of all thy words and deeds on that mad paſſion; 
I pity thee, indeed 1 pity thee : 

Troil. Do ; forl need it: let melean my head 
Upon thy boſome; all my peace dvyitiy there ; 
Thou art ſome God, or much much More then man! 

Heft. Alas !-toloſe the joys of all thy youth, 


One who deſery*d thy love / 
Troil, Did ſhe deſerve ? 
Heft. She did. , 
Trosl. Then ſore ſhe wasno common creature. 
Het. 1 ſaid it in my rage, I thought not ſo. 
Troil. That thotght has bles'd me ! but to loſe this love. 
After long pains, and after ſhort-poffeſſion. 
Het. 1 feel it for thee: Let me goto Priam,-. 
Ile break this treaty off; or let me fight; 
Ple be thy champion ; and ſecure both her 
And thee, and Troy. 
Troil. It muſt not be, my Brother ! 
For then your errour would/be more then mine: . 
Ple bring her forth, and you ſhall bear her hence; 
That you have pitied me is my reward. 
Hett. Go then ; and the good gods reſtore her to thee;. 
And with her all the quiet of thy minde; : 
The triumph of this kindeneſs be thy own ;, .: | 
And heaven and earth this teſtimony yield,/;' | 
That Friendſhip never'gain*da nobler field... | | Exeuntſeverally. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


Enter Pandarus, Creſſida meeting. 


P a4 [ '$: poſſible ! no ſooner got but loſt / 
| hedevil take Antenor : the young Prince will go mad: 


A pizzue upon Anthenor ! wou'd they had: broke's neck. 
Ce//;. How now ! what's the matter / who was here / 
LT {. On, oh { 


Ci, Why ſigh youſo ! O'where*s my Troilus ? tell me ſweet 
Uncle what" the :aatrer ? 

Pard. Wowd | were as deep under the earth, as Iam above it ! 

C--/ſi, Oh the Gods, what's the matter ? 

Pd. Prithee cer thee in, wou'd thou hadſt never been born ! 

{ kney thou wound?! be his death z oh poor Gentleman ! 
A pla:ue upon z4ntenor ? 

C7. Good Uncle, : beſcech you on my knees, tell me what's the 
matecr ? 

Fand, T hou mnt be gonegirl;thou muſt be gone, to the fugitive 
Rogue Prie.t thy iather, ( and he's my brother too, but that's all one 
at £1S £11: : ) 2 pox upon Antenor. ? 

Creſſi. © ye :mmortal Gods, i wi!l not go. 

Pand. Tho mutt, thou mult ? 

Creſſi. 1 will not : I have quite forgot my father ; 

I have no tonch of birth; no ſpark of Nature: 
No kinn, no blood, no life ; nothing ſonear me 
As my dear Troilus ? 

Enter Troilus. 


Pand. Here, here, here, he comes ſweet Duck ! 

Creſſi. O Troilus, Troilus | [. They both weep over each other, ſhe 

running into bis armes. 

Pand. What a pair of Spectacles is here ! let me embrace too: Oh 
heart, ſongs ( as the ſaying is ) O heart, heavy heart, why ſighſt thou 
without breaking ( where he anſwers again) becauſe thou canſt not 
eaſe thy ſmart, by friendſhipnor by ſpeaking, there was never a truer 
rhime ; let us caſt away nothing; for we may live to haveneed of ſuch 
averſe; we ſee it, welec it, how now lambs ? 

Troil. Creſſida, | love thee with ſo ſtrange a purity 
That the bleſt Gods, angry with my devotions 
More bright in zeal, than that I pay their Altars, 

Will take thee from my ſight ? *S 
Creſſi. Have the Gods envy? \ v 
Paxd. 1,1, I, 'tis too plain a caſe ! | 

G Creſſs. 
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Creſſ.” And isit true, that I muſt go from Troy? 
| Trod. A haſtefull-trath?. 
Creſſi. What, and from Trois too ? 
Troil. From Trey and Troibs ; and ſuddenly. 
©o ſuddenly 'tis counted but by minutes. 
Creſſi. What not an hour allow'd for taking leave ? 
Troil. Ev'n that's bereft us too : our envious fates 
Juſtle betwixt, and part the dear ediens 
Of meeting lips, claſp'd hands, and lock'd embraces. 


Aneas within, 
My Lord, is the Lady ready yet? , 
Troil, Hark, youare call'd : ſome ſay the Genius ſo 
Cryes come, to him who inſtantly muſt dye. 
Pand. Where are my tears! ſome rain to'lay this wind: 
Or my heart will be blown up by th? roots / 
Troil. Hear me my Love.! be thou but true like me. 
Creſſi. I true ! how now, what wicked thought is this ? 
Teil. Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 
For itis parting from us: | 
I ſpoke not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 
But be thou true, I ſaid to introduce 
My following proteſtation : be thou true, 
And will ſee thee. 
Creſſt. You'll be expos'd to dangers. 
T7oi!. I care not : but be true. 
Creſſi. Be true again? : 
Troil. 'Hear why I ſpeak it love. | 
The Grccian Youths are full of Grecian Arts : 
Alas a kind of holy jealoufie 
Which I beſeech you call a vertuous fin, 
Makes me afraid how far you may be tempted. 
- Geſſi. O Heavens, you love me not ! 
Troil Dye 1, a villain then ! 
InthisI do not call your faith in queſtion 
But my own merit. | 
"Creffi. Fear not; Ple be true. 
--Trozl.. Then fate thy worſt ; for | will ſee thee love 
Notall the Grecia hoſt ſhall, keep me out, 
Nor Troy, though wall'& with fire, ſhou'd hold me in. 


Eneas within. 


My Lord, :my Lgrd Trails : I. muſt call you. 
Pand. A mi call him : nothing but Schreechowls.? do, do, call 
again ; you ha part *em now in the ſweetneſle of their love ! Ile 


be hang'd if this /Z&neas be the Son of Yer, for all his braggi g: 
ER | one 
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"Honeſt Venus was a Punk: wow'd ſhe have parted Lovers : no he hasnot 
a drop of Yenws bloodin him : honeſt Yewus was a Punk. 


Troil. To Pand. Prithee go out ; and gain one minute more. 
Pand. Marry and { will: tollow you your buſineſs; loſe no time, "is 
very precious ; 70, 5:1l again : Fle tell the Rogue his own I warrant 
1m. [_ Exit Pandarus. 
Creſſi. \\ nat hace we gain'd by this one minute more ? 
Tro:l. On'y © vide another, and another 
A longer ſtr: ging with che pangs of death. 
Creſt, © thule who 49 uot know what parting is 
Can never icarn to dye ! 
Toil. When Ibut think this ſight may be our laſt, 
If F-ve cou'd {et me in the place of Alas 
And lay the vcight of Heav'n and Gods upon me 
He coa'd 0: preſſe me more. 
Creſſi. Oh let me go that I may know my grief; 
Grief is but gueſs'd, while thou art ſtanding by : 
But I too ſoon ſhall know what abſence is. 
Troil. Why *tis to be no more : another name for death. 
"Tis the Sunn parting from the frozen North ; 
And 1, me thinks, ſtand on ſome 'cey cliff, 
Towatch the laſt low circles that he makes ; 
Till ke fink down from Heav'n ! O only Creſſida, 
If thou depart from me, I cannot live : 
I have not ſou] cnough to laſt for grief, 
But thou ſhalt hear whar grief has done with me. 
Creſſi. If I could live to hear it, 1 were falſe, 
But as a careful traveller who fearing 
Aliaulrs of Robbers, leaves his wealth behind, 
I truſt my heart with thee ; and to the Greeks 
Bear but an empty Casket. 
Troil, Then, | will live ; that I may keep that treaſure : 
And arm'd with this aflurance, let thee go 
Looſe, yet ſecure as is the gentle Hawk 
When whiltled off ſhe monnrs into the wind : 
Our love's, like Mountains high above the clouds, 
Though winds and tempeſts beat their aged feet, 
Their peaceful heads nor ſtorm nor th':inder know, 


But ſcorn the threatning rack that roles below, 
Exennt Ambo. 


G 2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Achilles ard Patroclus, ftanding in their Tent. 


Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Neſtor, Ajax, paſſing over the Stage. 


Ulyſs. oA Chiles ſtands in th'entrance of his Tent : 
© Pleaſe 1t our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot, and Princes all 
Look on him with negleCtful eyes and ſcorn : 
Pride muſt be cur'd by pride. 
Agam. We'll execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A form of ſtrangneſs-as we paſs along 
Sodocach Prince either ſalute him not 
Orelſe diſdainfully, which will ſhake him more - 
Then if nor look'd on : I willlead the way. 
Achill. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me / 
You know my min{ ; Pll fight no more with T7oy. 
- Agam. What ſays Achilles, wou'd he oug't with us ? 
Neſt. Wou'd you, my Lord, ought with the General ! 
Achill. No. 
Neſt, Nothing my Lord: 
eAgam. T he better. 
Alcntl. How doyou, how do you ! 
Achill. W hat does the Cuckold ſcorn me-! 
Ajax. How now Parroclus | 
Achil!. Good morrow Ajax. * * » 
Ajax. Ha! 
Achill. Good morrow. 
Ajax. | ;and good next day too. 
[ Excunt all but Achilles, and Patroclns. 
Achill. What mean theſe fellows / know they not Achilles ? 
Patroc. They paſs by ſtrangely; they were us'd ro bow 
| And ſend their ſmiles before ?em to Achilles, 
> Tocome as humbly as they us*d tocreep, to holy Altars... 
Achill. Am I poor of late / 
'Tis certain, greatneſs once falPnout.with fortune . 
Muſt fall out with men too / what thedeclind is 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of dthefs \ 
As feebin his own-fall : for men like butter-flyes, ” 
Show not their mealy wings but to the Summer. _ 
Patroc. 'Tis known you are in love with Hettor”s Siſter, 
Agd therefore will not fight ; and your not fighting _ 
—— | WS 
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Drawson you this contempt : I oft have told you 
A woman impudent and mannifh grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man, 
In time of ation : I'm condemn'd or this : 
They think my little appetite-to warr 
Deads all the fire in you : butrowſe your ſelf, 
And love ſhall from your aeck unlooſe his folds ; 
Or like adew drop from a Lyons Mane 
Be ſhaken into ayr. 
. eAchill. Shall e4jax fight with Hefor ? 
Patrocl. Yes, and perhaps (hall gain much honour by him. 
Achill. 1 ſee my reputation is at ſtake. 
Patroc. O then beware, thoſe wounds heal ill that men have giv'n 
themſelves, becauſe they givee*m deepelt. 
Achill. \'le do ſomething : 
But what ! kaow not yet, —No more our Champion. 


Re-enter Ajax, Agamemnon, Menelaus,Ulyſſes,Neſt. Diomede, Trumpet: 


Azam. Here art thou daring combar, valiant Ajax. 
Give with thy Trumpet, a loud note to Troy, 
Thou Noble Champion, thatthe ſounding ayr 
May pierce the cars of the great challenger, 
And call him hither. 

Ajax. Trumpet take that purle : 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit the founding braſs ; 
Thou blow'ſt for Heftor. 

[Trumpet found:, ard ts anſyer'd from within, 
Emer Hector, Xneas, and other Trojans, 
Azam. Yonder comes the Troop. 
ZXneas, coming ro the Greeks, 


Health to the Grecian Lords; what ſhall be done 
To him that ſhall be vanquiſh'd ? ordo you purpoſe, - 
A Vittor ſhould be known ! will yoa the Knights, 
Shall to the cdg of all extremity, 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ; 
Hettor bad ask. 
Agam. Which way wou'd Hefor have it ? 
e/Ene. He cares not, he'il obey conditions. 
Achill. *Tis done like Hettor but ſecurely done ; 
A little proudly, and roo much diſpiſing 
The Knight oppos'd, he might have found his match. - 
e/Ene. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your name! . 
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Achill, 1f not Achillernothing. 
eAne. Therefore Achilles, but who ere know this ; 
Great H:#tor knows no pride, weigh him but well, 
And that which looks like pride is courteſy. 
This eax is half made of Hefors blood, 
In love whereof half Hettor ſtays at home ; 
Achill. A Maiden battle ! i perceive you then. 
Agam. Go Di:mede, and ſtand by valiant Ajax: 
As you and Lord eAneas ſhall conſent, 
So let the fight proceed or terminate. 


[ The Trumpets ſound on bot! fides, while Eneas and Diomede take 
their places, as Fudzes of the Field : The Trojans and Grecians rank. 


themſelves on cither ſide. 


Ulyſs. They rc oppo nlready. 


LC Fight equal at f/f, ther Aax has Hector at diſadvantage : at 
Lajt Hector cloſes, Ajax "ll; on one knee, Heftor ftauds over him 


but ſiriks not, and AJex ri)es. 
neas throwing hi. Gantlet betwixt them, 


Princesenough, you boin have ſhown much valour. 
Diomede. And ie as julzes of the Field declare ; 
The ccmbat here iÞai! ceale. 
Ajax. lam not warm yer, let us fight again. 
e/Ene. Then let it be as He:zor ſhall determine. 
He&. If it be left to me, : wil/no more. 
Ajax, thou arc my \unt Heſco/s Son ; 
The Oblivation of our blood forbids us. 
But were thy mixture Greek and Trojan fo, 
That thou cou'dlt ſay, this part is Grecian all 
And this is Trojan, hence thou ſhou'dſt not bear 
One Grecian limb, wherein my pointed Sword 
Had not impreſſion made, but Heav'n forbid 
That any drop thou borrowlt from my Mother, 
Show'd ere be draind by me, let me embrace thee Couſin:: 
By him who thunders thou ha't ſinnewy arms, 
Heftor word have *em fall upon him thus :—[ Embrace] 
Thane be the honour, eFjax. 
ax. 1 thank thee Hettor, 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man : 
I.came to ki!] thee Couſin, and to-gain 
A great addition from that glorious acbs 
But thou haſt quite diſarm'd me. 
Hett. lam glad. 


For 
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For *tis the only way Icou'd difarm thee. 

Ajax. 1f 1 might in intreaty finde ſucceſs, 
I wou'd deſire to ſee thee at my Tent. 

Diom. *Tis eAgamemnons wilh, and great Achilles, 
Both long to ſee the valiant Hettor there. 

He#. e/£neas, call my Brother Troelus to me ; 
Andyou two ſigne this friendly enterview. 

[{ Agamemnon, ard the chief of both ſides approach, 

Azam. to Hef. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one 
Who wouv'd be rid of ſuch an Enemy, 

To Troil. My well fan'd Lord of Troy, no leſs toyou, 

Neſt. 1 have, thou gallant Trojan ſeen thee often 
Labouring for deſtiny, make cruel way, 

Through ranks of Grecian youth, and l have ſeen thee 
As ſwift as lightning ſpur thy /hrygias Steed, 

And feen thee ſcorning many forteit lives, 

When thou haſt hang thy advanc'dSword itI” ayr, 
Not leting it decline, on proſtrate foes : 

That I have faid to all rhe ſtanders by 

Lo Fove is yonder, diltributing life. 

Heft. Ler me embrace thee, good old Chroni. le, 
Who haſt fo long walkt hand in hand with time : 
Moſt Reverend 7Veftor, 1 am glad to claſp thee. 

Ulyſs. I wond-r now, how yonder City ſtands, 
When we have here, her baſe and pillar by us. 

Hett. i kno.v your connt'nance, Lord Ulyſſes well ; 
Ah Sir, there s many a Greek and Trojan dead, , 
Since firſt i ſaw your ſelf and Di-mede, 

In 1hon, on your Greekiih Embaſly. 

Achilk. N.ow Hettor, 1 have fed min2 ces on thee ; 

I have with cxatt viev pcrus'd thee Hettor, 
And quoted joint by joint. 
Het. Is this Achilles! 

Achill. 1 am Achilles. 

He&. Stand fair, I prithee let me look on thee. 
. Achill. Behold thy till. 

He#. Nay, 1 have done already. 

Achill. Thou art too brief, I will the ſecond time 
As ' wou d buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

He#. O, like a Book of ſport thou read'ſt me ore ; 
But there's more in me then thou underſtand'ſt. 


Achill. Teil me ye Heav*ns, in which part of his body 
Shall i deſtroy him ? there, F< or there / 
Thatl may give th' imagin'd Wound a name, 


And make diſtinct the very breach, whereout 
; | Heftors 5 


- .. Achill. to Parro, le heat his blood with Greckiſh wine to Night, 
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He@ors great ſpirit flew! anſwer me Heavens ! / 
_ Het. Wert thou an Oracle to tell me this / 

Fde not believe thee, henceforth guard thee well, 
Ple kill thee every where : 
Ye Noble Grecians pardon me this boaſt, 
His infolence draws folly from my lips, 
But I'leendeavour deeds to match theſe words ; 
Elie may I never. — 
eax. Do not chafe thee. Couſin, 
And you Achlles let theſe threats alone : 
You may have every day enough of Hefor, 
If you have ſtomack, the General State I fear. 
Can fcarce intreat you to perform your boaſt. 
Het. I pray you let us ſee you in the field; 
We have had paltry Wars, ſince you refus'd 
The Grecian cauſe. \ 
Achill. Doſt thou entre5t me Hetftor ! 
To morrow will | mcet thee fierce asdeath ; 
To Night all peace. 
Hett. Thy hand upon that match. 
eAgam. Firlt all you Grecian Princes go with me, 
And entertain great Hefor, afterwards, 
As his own lealure, ſhall concur with yours, 


* You may invite him to your ſeveral Tents. 


[ Exeunt Agam. Het. Menel. Neſtor, Diomede, together. 
Troil. My Lord Ulyſſes. 
Tell mel beſeech you; Jo 
In what part of the field does Calchas lodsg ! 
Ulyſs. At eMenclaus Tent ; 
There Diomede does feaſt with him to Night : 
Who neither looks 'on Heaven or on Earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view, 
On Creſſiaa alone. 
Troil. Shall I, brave Lord be bound to you ſo much 
After we part from Agamemnons Tent. 
To bring me thither ! 
Ulyſs. 1 ſhall wait on you. 


' As freely tell me, of what honour was 


This Creſſida in Troy ? had ſhe no Lovers there 
Who mourn her abſence ? ; 

Troil. O Sir, to ſuchas boaſting ſhow their ſcars, 
Reproof is due, ſhe lov'd and was belov'd : | 


That's all I muſt impart. Lead on m b 
: , ; [ Exeunt Ulyſſes Troilus. 


Which 
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Which with my Sword I mean'to cool to morrow. 

Patroclus, let us feaſt him to the height. ; : 
. Entey Thetſites. 


Patro. Here comes Therſies. 
Achill. How now thou core of envy, 
Thou cruſty batch of Nature, what's the news ? 


Thers. Why thou picture of what thou ſeemſt, thou Idoll of 
Ideot worſhippers, there's a Letter for thee. 

Achill. From whence fragment ? | 

Thers. Why thou full diſh of fool, from Troy. 

Patroc. Well ſaid adverſity ! what makes theeſd keen to day ? 

Thers. Becauſe a fools -my whetftone, 

Patro.' Meaning me ? 


Thers. Yes meaning thy no meaning; prithee be ſilent, boy, I pro- 
fit not by thy talk: Now the rotten diſeaſes of the South, gut gripings, 
ruptures, Catarrhs; loads of gravell in the back, Lethargies, cold 
palſies, and the like, take thee, and take thee again ; thou green Sarce- 
net flap for a ſore eye, thou taſllell of a prodigals purſe, thou: Ah how 
the poor world is peſter'd with ſuch water-flys : ſuch diminitives of 
nature. 

Achill. My deat Patroclus, I am quite prevented 
From my great purpoſe, bent on Hefor's life : 

Here is a Letter from my love Polixena, 
Both taxing, and ingaging me to kee 
An Oath that | have ſworn : and will not break it 
To fave all Greece: let honour go or ſtay, 
There's more Religion in my love than fame : 
Exeunt Achilles, Patroctus. 

Thers, With too much blood, and too little brain,.. theſe two arc 
running mad before the dog-days. "There's Azamemnon too, an honeſt 
fellow enongh, and loves a brimmer heartily ; but he has not ſo much 
brains as an old gander. But his brother e Henelaxs, there's a fellow : 
the goodly transformationof /apiter when he lov'd Europa: the primi- 
tive Cuckold : A vile Monkey ty'd eternally to his te wk] table. To 
be a Dg, a Mule, aCat, a toad, an Owle, a Lizard, a Herring with- 
out a roe, I wou'd not care : but to be Menelaus I wou'd conſpire againſt 
deſtiny——Hey day ! will with a wiſpe, and Jack a lanthorn' 


Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Diomede, Uliſſes, Troilus, going with 
torches over the ſtage. 

Agam: We go wrong ; we go wrong, | 

Ajax No, yonder *tis ;, there where we ſee the light. 

Het. I trouble you. +4792} 3 | 

Ajax. Not at all Couſin : Here ny les hinſelfto guide us. 
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Achill Welcome brave Heftor, welcome princes all: 
Agam. So now, brave Prince of Trey, I take my leave; 
Ajax commands the guard, to wait.on you. 
Men. Good night my Lord!. 
Hef. Good night Sweet Lord Menelazs. 
Ther. aſide. Sweet quoth a! fweet Sink, fweet ſhore, fi 
akes! 
: Achill, Nefor will ſtay; and you Lord Diomede. 
Keep Hettor company an hour or two. 
Diom. | cannot Sir : Ihave important buſineſs, 
Achill. Enter my Lords. 
Vhiſs. to Troil. Follow his torch : he goes to Calchar's tent. 
BT [ Exeunt Achill. He&t. Ajax- at one way, Diomede, 
another ;, and after him Ulyſs, Troylus. 
Thers. This Diomed:'s a moſt falſe-hearted rogue, _ 
an unjuſt Knave : I will no more traſt him when he winks with one eye, 
then I will a Serpent when he hifſes. He will ſpend his mouth and pro- 
miſe, like Brabbler the Hound : but when-he performs, Aſtronomers 
fet it down for a prodigy; Though I long to ſee Heftor, 1 cannor for- 
beardogging him. They ſay a keeps a Trojan Drabb : and uſes Calchas 
tent, that fugitive Prieſt of Troy ; that Canonical Rogue of our ſide. 
Ple after him: nothing but whoring in this Age: all mcontinent 
Raſcalls ! © Exit Therſites. 


Entere Calchas, Creſſida: 
Calch. O, whata bleſſing is a vertuous child / 


Thou haſt reclam'd my mind, and calm'd my.paſſions. 
Of anger and revenge : my love to Troy 
Revives within-me, andmy loſt Tyara . 
No more diſturbs my mind : | 
Creſs. A. vertuous conqueſt. _ 
Calch. 1 have a womans longing toreturn 
But yet which way without your ayd | know not. . 
Creſs. Time muſt inſtruCt us how. 
Calcb, You muſt diſſemble love to Diomede ſtill :. - 
Falſe Dzomede, bred in Vlyſes School | 
Can never be deceiv'd,. 
Bur. by ſtrong Acts and blandiſhments of love : - 
Pat %em in peeee all; ſeem loſt and won, 
And draw him en, and pive him line again. | 
This Argzxs then may cloR this hundred eyes 
And leave our flight more eaſy. | 
Creſs. How-can Lanſwer this to love and. Trois? 
Cakch. Why *tis for him you doit : promiſe largely; x 
That Ring-he @1.you wear, he much fulþetts =- - 
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Weas givin you bya Lover; tct him have it. 
Diom. within. Hoa ; Calchas, Calchas! 
Calch. Hark! Lhear his voice. 
Purſue your projet : doubt not the ſacceſs. . 
Cefſs. Heaven knows 2gainſt my will : and yet my hopes 
This night to meet my Tr:olus, while tis truce 
Afﬀord my minde ſome eaſe. 
Calch. No more : retire. Exit Crefſida, 
Enter Diomede; Troilus and Ulyſſes appear bſtening at one door, and 
Therſites watching at another. 


Dior. I came to ſee your Daughter, worthy Calchas. | 
Calch. My Lord Phe call her to you. Exit Calchas. 


Uhiyſſes to Troil. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us. 
Enter Creſlida. 


Troll. Greſſida comes forthto him! 


Diom. How now my charge ? 
.Gieſs. Now my ſweet Guardian : hark a word with you. 


Troil. I, fo familiar! 

Diem. Will you remember ? 

Creſs. Remember: yes. 

Troil, Heav*ns ! what ſhou'd ſhe remember ! plague and madneſſe! 

Ubyſſes. Prince, you are mov'd : let us departin time 
Leſt your diſpleaſare ſhould enlarge it ſelf 
Ty wrathfull terms : this place is dangerous; 
The time unfit : *beſeech you let us go. 

1 Troil. 1 pray you ſtay ; by Hell, and by Hell torments 
FF: 1willnot ſpeaka word. 
.- Diom. [le hear no more: good night. 

(Teſs. Nay, but you part in anger ! 

Troil. Does that grieve thee ! O wither'd truth ! 

Diom. Farewell Couſner. 

Creſs. Indeed | am not : pray come back again. 

Ulyſ. You ſhake my Lord, at ſomething : will yougo ? 
You will break our. 

Troil. By all the Gods I will not. 


t” - Thereis between my will andall my aCtions, 


A guard of patience ! ſtaya little while. 
Thers. - 15 How the devill _ his fat tump, and potato 
finges, tickles theſe together ! put him off a little, you fooliſh Harlot! 


'twill wa wy him the more. 
Dlom. But will you then ? 
Creſſi. | will as {001 25 ere the Wars concluded. 
: H 2 Diom: 
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Diom. Give me ſometoken, for the ſurety of it : 
The Ring I ſaw you wear. 
Creſſi. Giving it. If you muſt have it. | 
Troil, The Ring ! nay then 'tis plain ! O beauty are O thy Faith! p.. 
Ulyſ. You have ſworn patience. | 
erſj. That's well, that's well, the pledge is given, hold her to 
her word good Devil, and her ſouls thine | warrant thee. 
Diem. Who's waſt ? 
* Greſſi. By all Diana's waiting train of ſtars, 
And by her ſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 
Diom. Why then thou lov?(t him {till, farewell for ever : 
Thou never ſhalt mock Domede again. 
Creſſi. You ſhall not go, one cannot ſpeak a wes 
But ſfraight i it ſtarts you. 
Diom. 1 donot like this fooling. | 
Therſi. Nor I by Pluto : but that which likes not me, roomy belt. 
Dion. | ſhall expect your. promiſe. 
Creſſi. Vle perform it. 
Not a word more, good night—1 hope for ever: [ aſide. 
Fhys to deceive deceivers is no fraud. 
[ Exeunt Diomede Creſlida ſeveratty.. 
Ulf. All's done my Lord. 
oo Isit? 
' VLyſſ. Pray let us go. 
Troil. Was Crefſaahere ? - 
Ulyſſ. | cannot conjure Trojan. 
\ Treil. She was not ſure} ſhe was not. 
Let it not be beliey'd for womanhood : 
Think we had Mothers, do not give advantage,. 
To biting Satyr, apt withour'a theme, 
For defamation, toſquare a'l the fex 
By Creſſid”s rule, rather think this.not Creſſida. 
Therſi. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own eyes ! 
Troil. This ſhe! no this was Dromedes Creſſida. 
If beauty have a Soul, this isnot ſhe; 
I cannot ſpeak for rage, that Ring was mine, 
By Heaven I gave it, in that point of time 
When both our joys were fulleſt !—if he keeps it 
Let dogs cat Troilus. | 
Therſi. He'Ibtickle it for hisConcupy ; this will be ſport to ſee ! 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of this whore ; 
a parrot willnot. do more for an almond, than he will for a commodi- 
ous drab': 1 would + cou'd meet with this Rogue Diomede too ; I wou'd 
 croke like a Raven to him ; Iwou'd 0 it ſhall go hard but le 
RS SE Ply | Exit Therſites. 
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Enter Kneas. 
en. have been ſecking you this hour, my Lord : 
Hettor by this iSarming him in Troy. . 
| ſs. Commend me gallant Trozlus to your Brother : 
Tell him I hope he ſhall not need toarm: 
The fair Polixena has by aletter 
Diſarm'd our great Achilles of his rage. 
* Troil. This I ſhall fay to Hettor. 
Ulyſs. Sol hope! 


Pray Heaven Therſites have inform'd me true, ——— [_ aſide. 
Troil. Good night, my Lord ; accept diſtracted thanks. 
CEx:t Uliſſes, 


Enter Pandarus. 

Pand. Hear ye, my Lord, hear ye ;. |. have been ſeeing yon poor girl. 
There have been old doings there faith. 

Troi!. aſide. Hold yet, my Spirits, let him powrit in: 

The poyſon's kind : the more [drink of it 
The looner 'twill diſpatch me. 

e/Ene. to Pand, Peace you. babbler / 

Pand. She has been mightily made on by the Greeks : ſhe takes moſt 
wonderfully among *em : Achilles kiſs'd her, and Patroclus kils?d her : 
Nay and old Neſtor. put aſide his gray beard and bruſh'd her with his 
whiskers. Then comes me Aganemnon with his Generals Staff, diving 
witha low bow een to the ground, and riſing again, jult at her lips : 
Andafter him came Ulyſſes, and - Ajax, and Menelaus: and they ſo 
pelted her i'faith: ' pitter patter, pitter patter, as-thick as hayl-ſtones. 
And after that a whole rout of 'em: Never was woman in Phrygia 
betrer kiſgd. | . 

Troil. afide. Hettor ſaid true : | finde, I finde it now ! 

Pand. And laſt of all comes me Diomede lo demurely : that's a no- 
table ſly Rogue I warrant him ! mercy upon us, how he layd heron u 
on the lips! for as 1 told you, ſhe's molt mightily made on among the 
Greekes. What, cheer up | ſay Man! ſhe has every ones good word. I 
think in my conſcience, . ſhewas born with a c2ull upon her head. 

Troil. aſide. 'Hell, death, confuſion, how he tortures me ! 

Pard. And that Rogue-”rieſt my Brother, is ſo courted and trea- 
ted for her ſake : the young Sparks do ſa pull him about, and hall him 
by the Caſſock : nothing bur invitations to his Tent, and his Tent, 
and his Tent. Nay and one of *em was ſo bold, as to ask him if ſhe were 
a Virgin, and with that the Rogue my Brother, takes me up a little 
God 11-his band, and kiſles-it; and ſwears devoutly that ſhe was, then 
was | ready to burſt my ſides with laughing, to think what had paſs'd 
betwixt you two. 

Troil. Olcan bear no more: ſhe's falſhood all: - 

Falſe by both kinds ; for with her mothers milk. . 


* She ſack*d tWinkuſion ofher Fathers Soul. 
. Sheonly wants ak oppottumty, © 
Her Soul's a whore already. 
; Pand. What woud'yon make a Monopoly of a womans lips * a little 
roy ones or ſo, might be allow'd one wou'd think in a lovers ab- 
ence ! | 

Troil. Hence from my ſight : let ignominy brand thy hated name : 
Let Modeſt Matrons at thy mention ſtart ; 

And bluſhing Virgins, when = read our Annals, 
Skipo're the guilty page that holds thy Legend, 
And blots the noble work, 

P+4. O world, world ; thou art an ungratefull patch ofEarth ! 
Thus the poor Agent is defpis'd! he labonrs painfully in his calling, 
and tradges between parties: but when their turns are ſerv'd, come 
our's too good for him. | am mighty melancholy : I'le een go home, 
and ſbut up my doors; and dye o'ch fullens like an old bird in a Cage / 


Exit Pandarus. 
Enter Diomede and Therſites. * 

Theys. afide. There ; there heis : now let it work : now play thy part 
jealouſy, and twinge em: put *em between thy milſtonies, and grinde 
the Rogues together. 

Diom. My Lord 1 am by Ajax ſent to inform you 
This hobr muſt end the truce. 

e/Eneas to Troil. Contain your ſelf ; 

Think where we are. 

Diom. Your ſtay will be un{afe. 

Troil It may for thoſe | hate. 

Therſ. aſide. Well faid Trojan : there's the firſt hit. 

Diom. Beſech you Sir make haſte, my own affairs 
. Call me another way. 

Thers.aſid:.What affairs ; what affairs. demand that,Dolthead / the 
Rogue will loſe a quarrell for want of wit to ask that queſtion. 

Troil. May 1 enquire where your affairs condutt you ? 

Thers. afide. Well fayd again; l begthy pardon. 

Diom. Oh, it concerns you nor. 

-- Troil, Perhaps it does. 

Diom. Yo are too inquiſitive : nor am | bound 
To fatisfy en Enemtes requeſt. 

Troil. Yo have a Ringupon your finger Diomede, 

And giver you by a Lady, 
Diom. If it were ;, ? Twas given toone who can defend her gift. 

Thers. aſide. So, {0 ;the boars begin to grantle at one another : ſet 
up your briſtles now a*both ſides : whet and foam Rows. 

Troil. You mult reſtore it Greek, by Heaven you : 
No ſpoil of mine ſhall grace a Traitors hand. eg: 
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And, with it, give me back the broken vows. 
_ Of my falſe fair ; which, perjur'd as ſheis, 
I never will reſigne, but with my Soul. 
- Diem. Then thou it ſeems art that forſaken fool -' 
Who wanting merit to preſerve her heart, 
Repines in vain to ſee it better plac'd 
But know, ( for now | takea pride togrieve thee 
Thou art fo loſt a thing in her eſteem 
I never heard thee nam'd ; but fome ſcorn follow'sd : 
Thou wert our table talk for laughing meals : 
Thy name our fportful theme for Evening walks : 
And intermiſlive hours of cooler Love : Pp 
When hand in hand we went. [ Trozl. ] Hell and furies ! 

Therſi. Afiae. O well ſtungScorpion ! | 
Now Menelars his Greek horns are qut o* doors, there's a new Cuckold 
ſtart up on the Trojan fade. . 

Trozl. Yet this was ſhe, ye Gods that very ſhe, 

Whoin my arms lay melring all the Night ; 

Who kiſs'dand figh'd, and figh'd, and kifs'd again, 
As ifher Soul flew upward to her lips, 

To meet mine there, and panted at the paſſage. 
Who loathto finde the breaking day, look'd out, 
And ſhrunk into my boſome, there to make ' 

A little longer darkneſs. 

Diom. Plagues and tortures / 

Thirſi. Good, good, by Plato ! their fool's tad to- loſe his harlot ; 
and our fools mad, that tother fool had her firſt: if | ſought peace now, 
I cou'd tell *em there's punk enough to ſatisfe *emboth : whore ſuffici- 
ent ! but let *em worry one another, the fooliſh currs ; they. think they 


can never have enough of carrion. 
e/Eneas. My Lords, this fury is not proper here, 
Intime of truce ; if either ſide be injur'd 
To morrow's Sun will rife apace, and then-— 
Troil. And then ! but why ſhould | defer till then? 
My blood calls now, there is no truce for Traytors. 
My vengeance rowls within-my breaſt, it muſt _ 
It wilt have vent.— } _ ; [ Draws. 
Di2m. Hinder us not eAintas, 
My blood rides high as his, I truſt thyhonour ; 
And know thou art too brave a foe to break it.— [ Draws; 
Therſi. Now Moon! now ſhine ſweet Moon / let *em have juſt light 
enough to make their paſſes: and not light enough to ward *em. 
<Aive. Drawing too. By Heav'n he comes on this who ſtrikes the firſt, 
You bottrare | is this like gallant men 
Tofight at midnight; at the Murderers hour ?. . 


And this I dare engage for Diomedei! 
Foe though I am, he ſhall nat hide his head, | 
.- But meet you in the very face of danger. © 
 Diom. putting up. Be*tſo: and were it on ſomeprecipice 
| —_— as Olympus, and a Sea beneath | 
Call when thoudar'ſt, juſt on the ſharpeſt point 
: Ple meet, and tumble with thee to deſtruction. 

Troil. A gnawing conſcience haunts not guilty men 
As Ule haunt thee, to ſummon thee to this , , 
Nay, ſhould'ſt thou take the Stygiar lake for refuge 
Ile plunge in after, through the boiling flames 
Topuſh thee hiſſing down the vaſt Abylle. 

Diom. Where ſhall we meet ? 

Troil. Before the Tent of Calchas: | 
Thither, through all your Troops, Yle: fight my way. 
And in the ſight of perjur'd /7eſſida 
Give death to her through thee. | 

Diom. Tis largely promis'd. 

'But I diſdain toanſwer witha boaſt ; 
Be ſure thou ſhalt be met, 
'Troil. And thou be found. * [Exeunt Troilus, Eneas, one way : 
Diomede the other. 


Thers. Now the furies take e/reas, for letting *em ſleep upon their 
quarrell : who knows but reſt may cool their brains, and make 'em riſe 
maukiſh to mischief upon conſideration ? May each of *em dream he 
fees his Cockatrice in to'thers arms: and be ſtabbing one another in 
their ſleep, to remember 'em of their buſineſs when they wake : let 
*em be punctual to the point of honour; andif it were poſlible Jet both 
. befirſt at the placeofExecution. Letneither of 'em have cogitation e- 
nough, to conſider 'tis a whore they fight for : and ler *em vallue their 
lives at as little as they are worth. And laſtly let no ſucceeding fools 
| pe” ig by 'em; but in imitation of them when a Strumpet isin 

ueſtio | 
L Let —_ beneath thair feetall reaſon trample ; | 
_ And think it great to periſh by Example. Exit. 


_ » © 
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ACT V. SCENEL. 


Hector, Trojans, Andromache. 
Hett. Tz blew miſts riſe from off the nether grounds, 
And the Sun mounts apace : to arms, to arms : 
I am reſolv'd to put toth* utmoſt proof | 
The fate of Troy this day. | 
x25 ans Oh, wretched woman, oh! 
Heft. Methought F heard you ſigh, Andromache ! 
Andro. Did you my Lord ? 
Het. Did you rd ? you anſwer indireCtly, 
Juſt when I fayd that | wou'd put our fate 
Upon th*extreameſt proof, you fetch'd a groan ; 
And, as you check'd your ſelf, for what you did 
You ſtifd it, and ſtopt. Come you are ſad. 
Andro. The Gods fSrbid. 
Hetft. What ſhould the Gods forbid ? 
Andro. That i ſhou'd give you cauſe of juft offence. 
Het. Youſay well : but you look not cheerfully. 
I mean this day to waſte the ſtock of war, 
And lay ir prodigally out in blows : 
Come gird my ſword, and ſmile upon me, love ; 
Like victory come flying to my arms ; 
And give me earneſt of deſfir'd ſuccelle. 
Andro. The Gods protect you; and teſtore you tome. 
Hett. What, grown a Coward thou wert us'd, Andromache, 
Togivemy courage, courage : thou woudlt cry 
Go Hettor ;, day grow's old; and part of Fame 
Is raviſh'd from thee, by thy floathfu!l ſtay. 
Andro. afide. What (hall I do, to ſeem the ſame 1 was ! 
Come let me gird thy fortune to thy fide : 
And conqueſt fit ascloſe, and ſure as this. 
[She goes to gird bis Sword ;, and it falls. 
Now mercy, Heaven ! the Gods avert this omen ! 
He#. A foolithomen / take it up again ; 
And mend thy errour. 
Andro. I cannot: for my hand obeys me not. 
But as in ſlumbers, when we fain wou'd run 
From our imayin'd fears, our idle feet 
Grow tothe ground, our (truzgling voice dyes inward, 
Sonow , when wo'd force my - _ _ you 
My faltring tongue caa give nv glad preſage ; 
Alas, Iam uv more Andr omache. : _ 
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He##. Why then thy former Soul is flown to me : 

For 1, me thinks, am lifted into ayr : 

As if my mind, my mortal part 

Wou'd bear my exalted body to the Gods. 

Laſt night Idreamt Jove ſate_on /da's top: 

And beckning with his hand divine from far, 

He pointed to a quire of anagncn, 

Bacchns, and Hercules, and all the roſt 1:0 
Who free from humane toils had gain'd the pitch 
Of bleſt eternity : lo there he ſayd ; 

Lo there's a place fot Hettor. | 

eAndro. Be to thy Enemics this boding dream ! 

Hef. Why it portends me honour and renoun. 

Andro. Such honour, as the Brave gain after death. 
For I have dreamt all night of hatrid ſlaughters, 

Of trampling horſes, and of Charriot wheels 
Wading in blood upto their Axeltrees. 

Of fiery Demons gliding down the Skyes, 

And 1m brighten'd with a midnight blaze; 
O. therefore, if thon{ov'ſt me, go not forth. 

Hett. Goto thy bed again, and there dream better. 
Ho bid my Trumpet Sound. 

Andro. No notes of fally for the Heaven's ſweet ſake. 
Tis not for nothing when my Spirits droop : 

This is a day when thy ill Starrs are ſtrong 
When they have driv'n thy helpleſs genius down 
The ſteep of Heaven to- fame obſcure retreat. 

Heft. No more; ev'an as thou lov ſt my fame no more : 
My honour ſtands ingag'd to-meet eMbilles : 
What will the Greciars think ; or what will he, 
Or-what will Troy ; or what wilt thou thy ſclf 
When once this ague fit of fear is ore ; 

If I ſhould loſe my honour for a dream. 

Andro. Your Enemies too well your courage know, 
And Heaven abhorrs the forfet of raſh vows 
Like ſpotted livers in a Sacrifice. 

I cannot ; Oldare not let you go : 
For when you leave me, my preſaging minde 
Says, I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 

* He. Thou excellently;good, but oh too ſaft, 
Let me not ſcapethe danger of this day, 
But I have gin my manly Soul | 
To.ſee thoſe modeſt tears, aſhanr'd to fall, 
And witneſs any part of woman in thee!. | 
And now I fear, left thou ſhould'ſ think it ſear, : 
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If thus diſſiwaded, I refuſeto fight, 
And ſtay inglorious in thy armsat home. 

Andro. Oh cou'd 1 have that thought Iſhou'd not love thee; 
Thy Soul is proof to all things but to kindneſs. 
And therefore ©was that | forbore totell thee 
How mad Cafſardra, full of prophecy 
Ran round the ſtreets, and like a Bacchanal 
Cry'd hold him Priam, 'tis an ominous day, 

Let him not go; for Hefor is no more. 

Heft. Our life is ſhort but to extend that 
To vaſt Eternity is virtues work. | 
Therefore to thee, aad not to fearof fate 
Which once muſt come to all, give 1 this day 
But ſee thou move no more the like requeſt: 

For reſt aſlur'd that to regain this hour 

To morrow will I tempt a double danger: 

Mean time, let Deſtiny attend thy leiſure. 

I reckon this one day a blank of of life. 
Enter Troilus. 

Troil. Where are you Brother ? now in honour's name, 
What do you mean to be thus long anarm'd ? 
Th' imbattel'd Souldiers throug about the gates : 
The Matrous to the turrets tops aſcend 
Holding their helpleſle children in their arms, 
To make you. carly known to their young eyes, 
And Hettor isthe univerſal ſhout. 

Hetft. Bid all unarm, I will not fight to day. 

Troil. Employ ſome coward to bear back this news, 
And let the children hoot him for his pains ; 
Byall the gods and by my juſt revenge, 

This Sun ſhall ſhine the laſt for them or us: 
Theſe noiſy ſtreets or yonder ecchoing plains 
Shall be to morrow ſilent as the grave. 

Andro. O Brother do not urge a brothers fate, 
But let this rack of heay?n and earth rowl o're, 
And when the ſtorm is paſt put out to ſea. 

Troil. Oh now I know from whence his change proceeds, 
Some frantick Augur has obſerv'd the skyes; 

Some victim wants a heart, or crow flys wrong ; 
By heav*n *twas never wel ſince fawcy Prieſts 
Grew to be Maſters of the liſtning herd; 

And into Miters cleft the Regal Crown. 

Then as the Earth were ſcanty for their pow?r, 
They drew the pomp of Heav®n to wait, on them; 
Shall I go publiſh Hector dares not fight 
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| (60) 
Becauſe a mad-man dreamt he talk*d with-Fove ? 
What cou'd the God ſee in a brain-ſick Prieſt 
That he ſhould ſooner talk to him then me? 
Hett. You know my name's not liable to fear. 
Troil. Yes, to the worlt.of fear, to ſaperſtition. 
But whether that or fondneſſe of a wife, 
The more unpardonableill has ſejz'd you, 
Know this, the Grecians think you fear Achilles, 
And that Polixena has beg'd your life. | 
Hef. How ! that my life is beg'd, and' by my ſiſter ? 
Troil. Ulyſſes ſo inform'd me at our parting, 
With a malicious and diſdainfull ſmile : 
'Tis true, he ſaid not in broad words you fear'd, 
But in well-manner'd terms. *twas ſo agreed 
Achilles ſhou'd avoid to meet with Hettor. 


Heft. He thinks my Siſters treaſon, my petition, 
That largely vaunting in my heat of bloud 
More then I cou'd, it ſeems, or durſt perform, 
1 ſought evaſion. . 

Troil.' And m private pray'd. 

Het. O yes, Polixena, to beg my life. 

Andro. He cannot think fo, do not urge him thus. 


Hef. Not urge me! then thou think*(t1 need his urging, 
By all the Gods ſhou'd Fove himſelf deſcend, 

And tell me Hefor thou deſerv*ſt not life 
But take it asa boon ; I weu'd not-live, 

But that a Mortal man, and he ofall men 
Shou'd think my life were in his power to give, 
Iwill not reſt, till proſtrate on the ground 

I make him Athze/t-like , implore his bfeath 
Of ine and not of Heaven. ' | 

Troil. Then you'l refuſe no more to fight. 

Hef. Refuſe ! I'le not be hinder*d, Brother. 

Ple through and through,'em, eva their hindmoſt ranks; 
Till I have found that large fiz'd boaſting fool 
Who dare preſume my life js in his gift, 

Andro. Farewell, farewell : 'tis vain to ſtrive with. fate / 
Caſſundra's raging God inſpires my brealt, | 
With truths that muſt be told and not believ'd. 

Look how he dyes / look how his.eye turns pale/ 

Look how his blood burſts out at, many vents / 

Hark how Troy roars, how Hecuba crys out 

And widow'd [ fill all the ſtreets with ſcreams ! 

Behold diſtraction, frenzy and amazemeny, "_ 
c 


_ 
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Like Antiques meet, and tumble upon heaps ! 


And all cry Heftor ; Heftors dead ! Oh Hettor | 
CExit Andromache. 


Hef. What ſport will be when we return at Evening, 
To laugh her out of count'nance for her dreams ! 
Troil. | have not quench'd my eyes with dewy ſleep this Night ; 
But fiery fumes mount upward tomy brains, 
And when [I breathe, methinks my noſtrills hiſs! 
I ſhall turn Baſilisk ! and with my fight a 
Do my hands work, on Dzomede this day. 
Hef. To Arms, to Arms, the vantguards are ingag'd : 
Let us not leaveone Manto guard the Walls, 
Both Old and young, the coward and the brave, 
Be Summond all, our utmoſt fate to try; 
And as one body move, whole Soulam I.  [Oxemm, 


SCENE IE. The Camp. 


Alarm within. Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Menelaus, Souldiers. 


_ far the promiſe of the day is fair : 
e/Eneas rather loſes ground than gains, 
Haw. him overlabour'd, taking breath ; 

And leaning on his-ſpear, behold our Trenches 
Likea fierce Lyon looking up to toyls, 

Which yet he durſt not leap. 

Ulyſ. And therefore diſtant death does all the work : 
The flights of whiſtling darts make brown the sy, 
Whoſe claſhing points ſtrikefire, and guild the dusk : 
Thoſe that reach home, from neither hoſt are vain, 
So thick the preaſe ; ſo luſty are their arms, 

That death feem'd never ſent with better will ! 
Nor was with leſs concernment entertain'd. 


Enter Neſtor. 


eAgam. Now Neſtor, what's the news ? 
Neſtor. | havedeſcry'd, |, 
A clow'd of duſt that mounts in pillars upwards ; 
Expaading as it travells to our Camp, 
And from the midſt « heard a burſting ſhowt, 
That rent the Heavens ! as if all Troy were ſmarm'd, 
And on the wing this way. 
- Menel. Let 'em come, let 'em come. 
Agam. Where's great Achilles! 
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"Ub. Think not on Achilles :' 


"Till Ze&or drag him from his Tent: to fight, 


( Which ſure he will, for | have laid the train, ) 
eſt. But young Zatrocixs leads his Myrmydons ; 
And in their front, ev'n in the face of Hedor, | 
Reſolves todare the Trojans, - | 
Agam. Haſte Ulyſſes, bid Ajax iſſue forth, and ſcand him. 
"Ulyſ. Oh Noble General, let it not be ſo. 
Oppoſenot rage, while rage is in its force ; 
But give it way awhile ; and let it waſte : 
The riſing deluge is-not ſtopt with dams, 


\ Thoſe it orebears, and drowns the hopes of harveſt. 


But wiſely manag'd its divided ſtrength 

Is fluc'd in channels, and ſecurely drain'd : 
Firſt, let ſmall parties dally with their fury. 
But when their force is ſpent and unſupply'd 
The reſidue with mounds may be reſtrain'd, 
And dry-ſhod, we may pals the naked tord. 


Enter Therlites. 

Thers. Ho, ho, ho! 

Menel. Why doſt thou langh, unſeafonable fool ! 

Thers. Why thou fool in ſeaſon, cannot a man Jaugh,but thou thinkft 
he makes horns at thee ! ThouPrince of the Herd, what haft thou to 
do with laughing ! Tis the prerogative of man to laugh! Thou Riſt- 
bility without Reaſon : thou ſubjeCt of laughter; Thou foot Royall : 


Ulyſs. But tell us the occafion of thy mirth? * | 

Theys. Now a manasks me, [| care not if anſwer to my own kinde : 
why the Enemies are broken into our Trenches : Fools like Menelaus 
fall by thouſands; yet not a humane Soul departs on either ſide. Tros- 
lus and Ajax have almoſt beaten one anothers heads off ; but are both 
immortal for want of brains. Patrecles has kilPd Sarpedon ; and Heftor 
Patroclas : So there's a towardly ſpringing fop gone off: He mi 
bave made a Prince one day : But now he's nipt in the very budd and 
promiſe ofa moſt prodigious Coxcomb. 


Azam. Bear off Patroclus body to eAchilles : 
Revenge will arm him now, and-bring us ayd. 
Th' alarm Sounds nezr ; and. ſhouts are driv'n upon us, 
As of a crowd confus'd in their retreat. | 

Ulyſs. Open your Ranks, and maketheſe mad men way: 
Then cloſe again, to charge upon their backs : - * - 
And quite conſume the Reliques of the warr. 

4 -  [Exmitall but Thenites, 


Thers. What ſhoales of fools one battle fiveepsaway! + : 


How it purges families of younger Brothers ! -Highways of —_— 
Eg. an 
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and Cities of Cuckold-makers! There's nothing like a pitch'd Battle, 
. for theſe brisk Addle-heads! Your Phyſitian is a pretty fellow; but 

his fees make him tedious ; he rids not faſt enough ; the fools grow 
upon him, andtheir horſe bodies are poyſon —_— Your Peſtilence is 
a quicker Remedy z but it has not the grace to make diſtinCtion; it 
kuddles up honeſt men and Rogues together. But your battle has dis- 
cretion ; it. picks out all the forward fools. And ſowſes *em together 


mto [mmoxtality, | 
[ Shouts and alarm within. 


Flague upon theſe drums and Trumpets ! theſe ſharp ſawces of the 
War, to get fools an Appetite to fighting ! what dol among 'em ? I 
ſhall Yemiſtaken for fome valiant Aſſe, and dye a Martyr, ina.wrong 
Religion! - 
Here Grecians fly over the flage, purſued by Trojans : One 
Trojan twrns back upon T herſites who i flying too. 


Trojax. Turn ſlave and fight. 

Thers. turning. What art thou ! 

Troj. A Ba rd Son of Priam's. 

Thers. I ama Baſtard too: | love Baſtards : I am Baſtard in body, 
Baſtard in minde, Baſtard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. A 
Bear will not faſten upon a Bear ; why ſhould one Baſtard offend a - 
nother ! let us part fair, like true Sons of Whores ; and have the fear 
of our Mothers before our eyes. 

Trej. The Devil take thee Coward; _ Exu Trojan 

Thers. Now wou'd | were either Inviſible, or invulnerable ? theſe 


Gods have a fine time on't ; they can ſee and make miſchief, and ne- 
ver. feel it. 
[ Clattring of ſwords at beth doors ;, he runs each Way, 
| and meets the noiſe. 
A pox clatter you ; I am compaſs'd in ! Now wou'd I were that block- 
head Ajax for a minute : ſome ſturdy Trojan will poach me up with a 
long pole ! and then the Rogues may kill one another upon free colt, 
end-have no body leſt to laugh at 'em:: 
Now Deſtruction ! now Deſtruction / 
Enter HeCtor and Troilus driving in the Greeks . 
Het. to Ther. Speak what part thou fghtit on! 
Thers. I fight not at all : ] am for neither fide. 
Hetft. Thou art a Greek : art thou a match for Hefor. 
Art thou of blood and honour ? 
n Thers, No, 1 am a raſcall: a ſcurvy railing knave; a very filthy 
Ogue. 
Heth Ido believe thee ; live. . 
Thers. God a mercy, that 'thon wilt believe me: but the Devil 


break thy neck for frightivg me; [fiat 
cr N : i ne. Troilu - 
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Troilus returning. What Priſoner have you there ? 

Heft. Agleaning of thewar : a Rogue he ſays. 

Troll. Diſpatch him and away. | [going to kill bim. 

Thers. Hold, hold : what is't no more but diſpatch a man and away! 
Fam inno fuch haſt: I will not dye for Greece ; I hate Greece, and by 
my good will wou'd nere have been born there ; | was miſtaken into 
that Country, and betray'd by my parents to be born there. And be- 
ſides I have a mortal Enemy amongſt the Grecians,one Diomede a dam- 
ned villain, and cannot dye with a fafe conſcience till Lhave firſt mur- 
ther'd him. - 

Trosl. Shew me thrt Diomede and thou ſhalt live. 

Therſ. Come along with me and Ile conduct thee to Calchas his 
Tent , where I believe he's now making warre with the Prieſts 
daughter. . . : 

Hetft. Here we mult part, our deſtinies divide us ; 

Brother and friend, farewell. 

Troil. When ſhall we meer ? 

Hef, When the Gods pleaſe: if not, we once muſt part. 
Look ; on yon hill their ſquander'd Troops unite ; 

Trorl. If | miſtake not, *tis their lait Reſerve : 
The ſtorm's blown ore ; and thoſe but after drops. 

Hef. 1 wiſh our Men be not too far inzag'd : 
For few we are and ſpent ; as having born 
The burden of the Day : but hap what can 
They ſhalt be charg'd : Ach:lles muit be there ; 
And him l ſeek, or death. 

Divide our Troops; and take the freſher half. 

Troil. O Brother, 

Hef. No diſpute of Ceremony ! 

Theſe are enow for me; in faith enow : 
There bodies ſhall not flag while | can lead; 
Nor wearied limbs confeſs mortality, 

Before thoſe Ants that blacken ail yon hill | 
Are crept into theirEarth : Farewell. Exu Hettor. 
Tyroil. Farewell ; come Greek : ro 

Therſ. Now theſe Rival-rogues will clapperclaw one another, and 
I ſhall have the ſport ont. - Exit Troil. with Therſites, 

| Enter Achilles azd Myrmidons. | 

Achil. Which way _ Hettor ? | 
*  eAfyrmyd. Up yon ſandy hill: 

ou may Viſcern *em by their ſmoaking track ; 
A wavering _ __ _ EN b, 7 = 
'Againſtthexiſing, ſpent with painfull march, | ., 
And by look-foaring caſt 0n heaps together: | 
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Achill. O thou art gone! thou ſweeteſt, beſt of friends 
Why did | let thee tempt the ſhock of war 
Ere yet thy tender nerves had ſtrung thy limbs, 
And knotted into ſtrength, Yet, t ough too late, 
Iwill, I will revenge the, my Patrocles | 
Nor ſhall thy Ghoſtthy Murtherer's long attend, 
But thou ſhalt hear him calling Chayon back, 
Ere thou art wafted to the farther ſhore. 
Make haſt, my Soldiers: give me this days pains. 
For my dead friend : ſtrike every hand with mine, 
Till He#or breathleſs, on the ground we lay ! 
Revenge is honour, the ſecureſt way. Exit with Myrmidons. 


[Enter Therſites, Troilus, Trojans. 


Thers. That's Calcha's tent. 
Troil. Then that one ſpot of Earth contains more falſhood 
Than all the-Sun ſees in his race beſide. 
That | ſhowdtruſtthe Daughter of a Prieſt ! 
Prieſthood, that makes a Merchandiſe of Heaven / 
Prieſthood that ſells eve'n to their prayr*s and bleſlings / 
And forces us to pay for our own couſnage ! 
Thers. Nay cheats Heav'n too with entrails and with offals ; 
Gives it the garhidge ofa Sacrifice 
And keeps the beſt for private Luxury. 
* Troil. Thou haſt deſerv'd thy life, for curſing Prieſts : 
Let me embrace thee ; thou art beautifall : 
Thar back, that noſe ; thoſe eyes are beautiful : 
Live, thou art honeſt ; for thou hat*ſt a Prieſt. 
; Thers, aſide. Farewell Trojan if I ſcape with life, as I hope ; and 
thou art knock'd o'th head, as | hopetoo ; I ſhall be the firſt that ever 
ſcap'd the revenge of a Prie{E»after curſing him ; and thou wilt not be 
the 'aſt, | Prophecy that a Prieſt will bring toruin. [ Exit Ther. 
Troil. Me thinks my ſoul is rowz?d to her laſt work : 
Has much to do, and little time to ſpare. 
She ſtarts within me, like a Traveller 
Who ſluggiſhly out-ſlept his morning hour 
And mends his pace, to reach his Inn betimes. 


Naiſe within, follow, follow. 


. 
- + #3 


For oh I fear tofind him in that place, C Exit. Troilus, 
Enter Calchasy Creſlida, Pry's 


. Ceeſ. Where'is he ? 1'le be jaſtify or dye. 
, K Calch, 
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Calch, So quickly vaniſh'd / he was here but now : 
He muſt be gone to ſearch for Diomede, 
For Diomede told me, here they were to fight. 
(Feſſ. Alas ! ( Calch, ) you muſt prevent, and not complain, 
Crefſ. If Troilus dye, | have no ſhare in life. 
Calch. If Diomede ſink beneath the fword of Troilus, 
We loſe not only aT rotector here, 
But are debard al} future means of flight. 
Creſſi. What then remains! 
Calch. To interpolc betimes 
Betwixt their ſwords; or if that cahnot be 
Tointercede for him, who ſhall be vanquilh'd, 
Fate leaves no middle courſe. —- Exit. Calchas. 
Claſhing within, 
Creſſi. Ah mel hear e'm;z 
Andlear 'cis paſt prevention. 
Enter Diomede, retiring before Troilus, and fel ing As be enters. 
Troil. Now beg thy life, or dye. 
Diom. No : uſe thy fortune : 
{ loath the life, which thoucanſt give, or take: | 
Troil. Scornſt thou my mercy:villain !——take thy wiſh. — 
Creſſi. Hold, hold your hand my Lord;; and hear me ſpeak. 


Troilus ty:1s back, ;, i which Biomede riſes : Trojans and Greeks 
enter, and ran themſelves. a both ſides of their Captains. 


T#oil. Did ! not hearthe voiceof perjur'd Ceſſ Aa? 
Com'lt thou to give the laſt ſtab to my heart ? 
As if the proots ; of all thy former falſhood 
Were-not enough convincing, com! ﬆ thou now. 
To beg'my Rivals life !- 
Whom, oh, if any ſpark of ruth tembin's, 
Thou coud'lt not thus, ev'n to my face prefer ! 
Creſi. What ſhall I ſay ! that you ſuſpect me falſe -- 
Has ſtruck me dumb! but let bim live my;Trorlus,: 
By all our loves, by all our paſt Innk ;* _ 
FESUIING thee ſpare hinz.: ti bo 


Troil. Hell, and death! _ «, 
Creſſi. If ever I had pow'r to bead' od You mind, 
Believe me ſtill your ence Creſſida: * * 
And though my innocence ar Hike 670k 
Becauſe-l make his forfeir life 
'Tisbut for bo” that my 
bur d- be cut off for ever by his oo LIE. 
Myk father, treated like a rt wg 35 
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My ſelf in hated bonds a Captive held. 
Tyeil. Cou'd | believe thee, cou'd | think thee true 
Intriumph wou'd | bear thee back to Troy, 
Though Greece could rallyall hec ſhatter'd troops, 
And ſtand embatteld to oppole my way, 
But, Oh, thou Syren, 1 will ſtop my cars 
To thy enchanting notes ; the winds ſhall bear 
Upon their wings, thy words more light then they. 
COeſſi. Alais i but diiſembled love to him ; 
If ever he h:d any proof beyond 
What mode!'ty might give. — 
Diom. No! witnelle this- ( the Ring ſhown. ) 
There, take her Trojan; thou deſerv'it her velt, * 
You good, kind-natur'd, well-believing fools 
Are treaſures to a woman. 
I was ajealous, hard vexatious Lover 
And doubted ev n this pledye till full poſſeſſion : 
But ſhe was honourable to her word ; 
And ! have nojuit reaſon to complain. 
Creſſi. O, unzxampled, frontleſſe impudence ! 
Troil. Hell ſhow me ſuch another tortur'd wretch, as Trois ? 
Diom. Nay, grieve not: | reſigne her treely up : | 
Pm fatisfi'd : and dare engage for Ceſſida, 
That if you havea promiſe of her perſon, 
She ſhall be willing to come out of debt. 
Creſſi. [ kneeling. ]] My only Lord: by all thoſe holy vows 
Which if there be a pow'r above are binding, 
Or, ifthere be a Hell below, are fearful, 
May every imprecation, which your rage- 
Can wiſhon me, take place, if I am falſe. 
Diom. Nay, fince you're ſo concern'd to be believ'd, 
Pm ſorry I have preſs'd my charge fo far 
Be what you wou'd be thought : I can be grateful. 
Troil. Grateful ! Oh torment ! now hells bleweſt flames 
Receive her quick; with all her crimes upon her. 
Let her ſink ſpotted down. Let the dark hoſt 
Make room 3; and point : and hifſe her, as ſhe goes, 
Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of all her Sex 
Rejoyce, and cry, here comes a blacker fiend. 
Let her ——— Tx 
Creſſi. Enough my Lord ; you've faid enough: 
This faithleſle, perjur'd, hated Geſſida, 
Shall be no more, the ſubje&t of your Curſes : " with 
Some few hours hence, and grief had done your work ; *\ 


But then your eyes had miſg'd the Satisfaction | 
_* Which 
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Which thus I give you——thius— [/ She tabs her ſelf they both ruy to her. 
Diom. Help ; fave her, help. 
Creſſi. Stand off ; and touch me not, thou Traitor, Diomede : 
But you, my only Tro:lus come near : 
Truſt methe wound which I have giv*n this breaſt 
Is far leſle painful, then the wound you gave it. 
Oh, can you yet believe, that 1 am true / 
Tyoil. This were too much, ev*n if thou hadſt been falſe / 
But, Oh, thou pureſt, whiteſt innocence, 
( For ſuch | know thee now ) too late know it / 
May all my curſes, and ten thouſand more 
Heavierthan they, fall back upon my head, 
Pelion and Ofſa trom the Gyants graves, 
Be torn by lome avenging Deity, 
And hurld at me, a bolder wretch then they, 
Whodurſt invade the Skys / 
Creſſ:. Hear him not Heavens ! 
But hear me bleſs him with my lateſt breath : 
Ard ſince | queſtion not your hard decree, 
That doom'd my days unfortunate and few. 
Addall to- hinz, you take away from me ; 
And I dye happy that he thinks me true. [ Dyes. 
Troil, She's gone for ever, and ſhe bleſt me dying ! 
Cou'd ſhe have curs'd me worſe ! ſhe dy*d for me ; 
Andlike a woman, I lament for her : 
Diſtraction pulls me ſeveral ways at once, 
Here pity calls me to wcep out my eyes; 
Deſpair then turns me back upon my ſelf, 
And: bids me ſeek no more, but finiſh here : [. Sword to his breaſt. 
Ha, ſmilſt thou Traitor, thou inſtru{t me beſt, 
And turn'ſt my juſt revenge to puniſh thee. | 
Diom. Thy worlt, for mine has been before hand with thee, 
- I triumph in thy vaincredulity, 
Which levels thy deſpairing ſtate to mine : 
But yet thy folly to bclieve a foe ; 
Makes thine the ſharper, and more ſhamefull loſs. 
Troil. By my few momentsof remaining life ; 
Idid not hope for any future joy, 
But thou haſt given mepleaſure ere I dyg; 
To puniſh ſuch a Villain. ——Fight a part 
For Heaven and hell have mark'd him out for 
And1 ſhou'd grudg ev'nhis leaſt drop of blood, 
To any other hand,— 


[ To bis Somldbers; 
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[ Troilus and Diomede fight, and both parties engage at the 


ſame tie : The Trojans make the Greeks retire, and Troilus 
makzs 'Niomede give ground and hurts him, Trumpets ſound, 
Achilies Enters with his Myrmidons, on the backs of the Trojans, 
who fight in a Ring encompaſs 'dround; Troilus ſmgling Dio- 
me«'e gets him down and kills him : and Achilles k&:!/s 1'roilus 
wpon him. All the Trojans dye upon the place, Troilus lf. 


Enter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Uliſes, Neſtor, Ajax, and Attendants. 


Achill. Our toyls are done, and thoſe aſpiring Walls 
(The work of Gods, and almoſt mateing Heaven,) 
Mult crumble into rubbiſh on the plain. 
Azam. When mighty Hettor fell beneath thy Sword, 
Their Old foundations ſhook, their nodding Towers 
Threatned from high, the amaz'd Inhabitants : 
And Guardian Gods for fear forſook their fanes. 
Achill. Patroclus, now be quiet : Heftors dead : 
And as a ſecond offring to thy Ghoſt, 
Lyes Troilus high upon a heap of ſlain : 
And noble Diomede beneath ;, whoſe death 
This hand of mine reveng'd. 
Ajax. Reveng'd it baſely, 
For Troilus fell by multitudes oppreſt ; 
And io fell Hefor, but *tis vain to talk. 
Ulyſſ. Hayl Agamemnnon ! truly Victor no:v / 
While ſecret envy, and while open pride, 
Among thy fa&tious Nobles diſcord threw ; 
While publique good was urg'd for private ends, 
And thoſe thought Patriots, who diſturb'd it moſt ; - 
Then like the headitrong horſes of the Sun, 
Thar light which ſhow'd have cheer'd the World, conſum'd it : | 
Now peacefull order has reinm'd the reynes, 
Old time looks young, and Nature ſeems renew'd: 
Then, ſince from homebred Factions ruine ſprings, 
Let Subjects learn obedience to their Kings, | 
[ Excunt Ones. 
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FICPE ESTES SSIS IIIIEEEGIITES 


The Epilogue. 


Spoken by Therſites, 


TE cruel Critiques put me into paſſion; 
For in their lowring looks I reade damation : 
Ye expett a wal and [ ſeldom fail, 

When I'm firſt beaten, "tis my part to rail. 

You Britiſh fools, of the Old Trojanſtork, 

That ſtand ſo thick pne cannot miſs the flock, 
Poets have cauſe to dread a keeping ; 11, 

When Womens Cullyes come to judge of Wit. 

As we ſtrow Rats-bane when we vermine fear, 

*T were worth our coſt to ſcatter fool-bane here. 
And after all our judging Fops were ſerv'd, 

Dull Poets too ſhow'd have a doſe reſerv/d, 

Such Reprobates, as paſt all ſence of ſhaming 
Write on, and nere are ſatisfy d with damming, 
Next, thoſe, to whom the Stage does not belong 
Such whoſe Vocation = is to Song ; 

At moſt to Prologue, when for want of time 
Poets take in for Fournywork.jn Rhime. - 

But I want curſes for thoſe mighty ſhoales, 

Of ſcribling Chloriſſes, and Phillis fools, 

Thoſe Ophs ſhou'd bereſtraind, during their lives, 
From Pen and Ink, as Madmen are from knives : 
1 cou'd rayl on, but "twere a task as vain 

As Preaching truth at Romie, or wit inSpain, 
Tet to buff out our Play was worth my trying, 
John Lilbourn ſcap'dhis Fudges by defying, 
If gulty, yet Pm | A oth* Churches bleſſi 


By ſuffering for the F lit, without confeſſing. 
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